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FRET AC E 


ACE be with the Soul 
of that charitable and 
courteous Author, who, 
for the common Benefit 
of his Fellow-Creatnres, 
introduc'd the ingenious 
Way of Miſcellaneous wri- 
ting! It has diſclos'd thoſe 
various Seeds of Wit, 
which lay ſnppreſs'd in 
many a Boſom ; and has rear'd numberleſs Con- 
ceits and curious Fancies, which the natural Rude- 
neſs and Aſperity of their native Soil wou'd have 
with-held, or at leaſt not have permitted to riſe 
above the Grounds From every Field, from every 
Hedge or Hillock, we now gather as delicious 
Fruits and flagrant Flowers, as of old from the 


richeſt and beſt cultivated Gardens. 
a 3 The 
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Eul of Shaftesberry's Characteriſticks. Vol. 2. 
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ih They Preface. 


Fbe Publiſhers of this Miſcellany have the Pleaſure 
7 y 


4 ente#tain_ their Con % and particulayly this good 


Town, with a 2 oems, that had eitber never 
been compos d, or never ſeen the Light without it, There 
are indeed ſeveral Performances ſcattered throughout this 
Volume that have formerly 5 5 in print, and cou d 
have got no Place here, if the Nature of a Miſcellany 
had not requir'd their Preſence, or if People cou'd have 
had the Patience to peruſe them with all the Diſadvan- 
tages that bad Paper and Types afforded elſewhere, 
Moſt. of the Pieces that are new, or were never publiſhed 
before, have the initial Letter of their Author's Name 


ſubſcribed to them, as they were convey'd to us. We 


don't pretend to know every one whoſe Productions we 
have judg d tolerable, and worthy of a Place in this Col- 
lectien. But, if we gueſs right, the beſt of em ave done 
by young People, at School or College. This we veckon, 
is ſo far from being a reproach to the Miſcellany, thas 
it ſhwt'd recommend it, and give a promiſing Idea of our 
riſins Generation. And we own it, we have ventur d to 


puil:ſh ſev ral juvenile Poems, where the Daxvings of 


a good Cenius appear d, merely to entourage the Authors, 
and raiſ: a generous Emulation amonoſt their Compani- 
ons. Perhaps our Fondneſs to cheriſh the ſprightly Youth, 
has occaſion'd ſome Blunders here and there in this Vo- 
lume, which we wou'd not have indulg d in the Perfor- 
mances of more growa People, Yet, we are confident, 
there are fewer Faults in their Productions, than ma 

be found in the Poems formerly printed in the Scots 
Miſcellai y and cther Papers, publ:ſ'd by Men of Cha- 
rafter. As forthe LADIES, who have generouſly con- 
tributed to make up this Work, we are proud” ee, 
that, tho they have ſent us few of their Compaſures, they 
have ſent nothing that is refuſe. Aud therefore, <hile 
«ve publickly thank them for the Aſſiſtance already receiv d, 
: BY | We 
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The Prefate. iii. 
we beg they cvill continue to ſhine like the bzighter Con⸗ 
ſtellations amongſt Luminaries. of a dimmer Aspect. 
The veſt of that delicate S E x, will excuſe us, tho we 
particularly thank the 12 Ante tual⸗Club 5 the 
Poems they have been pleas d to favour us with fer pu- 
blick Uſe, And ce preſume the ingenious Readers of 


their Performances will allow us to intreat them to ſend 
more to beſpangle the ſecond Volume. 


T ho' the ſnarling Part of Mankind may eaſily find 
Matter to work on here; tho" they may cenſure, 
juſtly, a great many Poems taken ſeparately; yet there 
are alſo Pieces againſt which Malice it ſelf can find no 
Exception, for the ſake of which the reſt may be allowed 
to paſs Scot-free (to uſe our own Idicm) in a Work of 
this Sort. If the Refuſe were judiciouſly ſeparated from 
the good Stuff, in many Engliſh Collections of Poetry, 
we wou'd have fewer, at leaſt leſs bulky ones at preſent. 
But tis not our Deſion to curry Favour to our ſelves, or 
to obviate the Obiections that may be rais'd againſt the 
following Miſcellany, from a Plea of Error in the Un- 
dertakings and Performances of others. As <ve are con- 
ſcious of the Integrity and Generoſity of our Endeavour: 
for the Honour of our Country and the Improvement of the 
Youth, fo we dread not the 7 thoſe who think tis 
modiſh and witty to Cenſure. We reckon we are ſecure 
enough againſt the Aims of Envy, yet freely allow others 
to think and ſpeak as they pleaſe concerning Poetry and 
this particular Collection: Tho we can't help putting 
the Readers in mind, that ſince they are not ſolemnly in- 
vited to the Entertainment, but come accidentally, they 
euht to be contented with what they find. And pray 
what have they to complain of, but too great Variety? 
Where, tho. ſome of the Diſhes (as a certain Aut 
Writes) be not ſerved in the exatteſt Order and Polite- 
neſs, but haſo'd up in haſte, there are a great many ac- 


commodated 


J 
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camunodated to every particaiar Palate, Ju like every 


* 


thing ſbodus t00 little Delingey; and to lil nothing, too 
much Bifpary. © H& great 1 the Variety of. tit Ool- 


lection, hat the Reader he it never pleaſed,aiill ap- 
pear at monſtrous, as he that is always ſos. Amongſt 
fuch different Hands and Arguments it cannot be expett- 
ed that they ſhould all be equally ffriſh-d ; neither, if they 
were ſo, <wou d they be ſo eſt eem d by Readers of different 
Palates. The worſt Poem here may plenſe ſomebody. To 
pleaſe every one wou'd be à new thing, as to write. to 
nobody's Fal icfaction <rou'd alſo. be prodecus. And the 
ſame Poem that pleaſes not a Reader's Humour and Taſte 
at one time, may at another. 


We ſhall conclude, when we have advis'd the Readers 
to paſs over that ſuits not their Humour, ſince the ſhort- 


neſs of the Poems and theiv various Suljects cannot but 


afford ſemething in one Place or ancther of the Volume 
that may be entertaining. Our Book-ſelley diſires wwe 
uld add, that, ſince there are none of our own Com- 
Poſieres here, the ſecond Volume (anhich may ſurceed this 
very ſoon) ſuall contain à con ſideralle Number of them, 
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On the KING of FAIR x. 


PON a time the Fairy Elves, 
| | Having firſt arrayed themſelves, 

They thought it meet to cloath their King, 
In Robes moſt fit for Revelling. 


He had a Cobweb-Shirt, more thin 
Than ever Spider fince could ſpin ; 
Bleach'd in the Whiteneſs of the Snow, 
When Northren Winds outrageous blow : 


And, in that vaſt and open Air, 
No Shirt is half ſo Fine or Faic. 


* | A 


2 The Edinburgh Miſcelany : 
A rich Waiſt-Coat they did him bring, 
Made of the Trout-Flie's golden Wing, 


Dy'd Crimſon in a Maiden's Bluſh, 

And lin'd with humming Becs ſoft Pluſh. 
At which the Elfe began to fret, 

And ſware, Twould caſt him in a Sweat. 


He, for his Coolneſs, needs would wear 
A Waiſt-Coat made of Downy Hair, 
New taken from an Eunuch's Chin ; 

It pleas'd him well, twas wondrous thin. 


His Hat was all of Ladies Love, 

So paſling light that it would move, 
If any Gnat or humming Fly 
But beat the Air in paſſing by. 


About it went a Wreath of Pearl, 
Dropt from the Eyes of ſome poor Girl, 
Pinched, becauſe ſhe had forgot 

To leave clean Water in the Pot. 


His Breeches and his Cafſock were 

Made of the Tinſel Garſummer : 

Down by its Seam there went a Lace 
Drawn by an uncuous Snail's flow Pace. 


9 
8885 


On 


On 


As they had been in Jer, 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 


On the Queen. 


N? ſooner was their King attyr'd, 
As never Prince had been : 
But, as in Duty was requir'd, 

They next array their Queen. 


Of ſhining Threed, ſhut from the Sun, 
And twiſted into Line, 

On the light Whcel of Fortune ſpun, 
Was made her Smock ſo fine. 


Her Gown was very colour'd fat, 
The Rain-bow gave the Dip; 

Perfumed by an Amber-Air, 
Breath'd from a Virgin's Lip. 


The Stuff was of a Morning-dawn, 
When Phebus did but peep, 

But by a Poet's Pencil drawn 
In chloris Lap aſleep. 


Her Vail was white and pale-fac'd-by, 
Invented by a Maid, 

When ſhe (poor Soul) by ſome bad Spy 
Had newly been betray'd. 


Her Necklace was of ſubtile Tye 
Of glorious Attoms, ſer 
In the pure black of Beauty's Eye, 
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Her Shoes were all of Maiden-Heads, 
So paſſing thin and light, 

That all her Care was how ſhe treads ; 
A Thought had burſt them quite. 


The Revels ended, ſhe put off, 
Becauſe her Grace Was warm: 


She fann'd her with a Lady's Scoff, 
And ſo ſhe took no Harm. 


pho doFoFoToTo Toy 


CS 1 000 239% 
VV 
Country-Houſe and Cloſet. 


By Sir George Mackenzie of Roſehaugh, Advocate J 
to X. Charles II. and K. James VII. a 


L The Author invokes FRIENDSHIP as his Muſe J 


12 no Triumphs, nor ſuch empty Things, a 
'Tis ſolid Friendſhip gives me Theme and Wings : 
Friendſhip! that wiſer Rival of vain Love, 


Which does more firm, tho' not ſo fiery prove; 
My Subject, thou the Muſe whom I invoke, | 
Fire thou my Breaſt, but fire it without Smoke: i 
If thou my Thoughts wilt ripen with thy Rays, 
Around my Brows ſhall ſpring immortal Bays. 

Virgil himſelf hath of me no ſuch Odds, 


As Friendſhip, of his Ceſar and his Gods: 
| Friend- 


# 


—— — 


* 


cate 


Ngs : 


755 


end- 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &Cc. 
Fricndſhip's as ſtrong, tho” rarer than of old, 
And does like Fire in Water grow more cold, 
PI riſe, V1 riſc then, by a tow'ring Flight 
Above my own, tho” far below its Height: 


I can my Thoughts, but cannot raiſe my Theme, 
There's too much Merit in her charming Name: 
As Warmth doth Flow'rs, ſo Beauty ripens Wit, 
And makes Men think what's High, and ſay what's Fits 


Yet, gentle Muſe, let not thy Zeal conſpire, 
With Cel:a's Eyes, to ſet the World on Fire, 
Leſt her Adorer thou her Victim turn: 


A Poet's Flame ſhould warm, but ſhould not burn, 


Liv PALACE. }] 


UPON a Plain, where nothing bounds the Eye 


But what could pleaſe without Variety, 
A Palace, on a ſmall Aſcent, doth ſtand, 


And views thoſe Vallies which it doth command ; 


Long Rows of Orange-trecs upon each Side, 


The wond'ring Eye to that great Palace guide: 
Betwixt which Rows, moſt pleaſant Ponds they ſee, 


Which with the Avenue in Length agree. 


Nyptune with's Trident on the Brink doth ſtand, 


Prouder thoſe, than the Ocean to command: 

Glaucus his Galatea does admire, 

And in cool Waters feeds his ſcorching Fire 
But whilſt he Angles in thoſe pleaſant Lakes, 
He's more a Captive than the Fiſh he takes. 
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Two little Cupids, with a trembling Hand, 
Cover their Ears, leſt Triton, who does ſtand 
Sounding his ſhelly Trumpet, ſhould them wound ; 
For nothing more, than Noiſe does Love confound. '# 
Over thoſe Ponds, th' inclining Trees do look, 10 
Making a Mirror of the glafſy Brook: | a4 
Thoſe fleecy Clouds, the Bottles of the Rain 
Beget their Likeneſs on the wat'ry Plain. 
The dazling Sun baths there his ſcorching Beams, 
As if he waſh'd his Spots in thoſe pure Streams. 
Here our Antipodes our Fancy ſces, 
And Fiſhes ſeem to neſtle in the Trees: Bu 
Whilſt others of them ſwim upon the Sky, 
And Birds, at once, here and above do fly : Fo 
Their Surface does, as pav'd with criſtal Show, Li 
Whilſt we ſee curious Landskips drawn below. A 
But when thoſe Waters ſhew their Lady's Face, In 
The World can boaſt of no ſuch Picture-Caſe. A 
There, Pleaſure does the Swans and Wild-Ducks tame, N 
V 
0 
A 
N 
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Who, on their Beds of Down, reſt in the Stream : 
The ſcaly Flocks dance in the yielding Deep, 

And with the warbling Birds the Cadence keep ; 
Lilce Beams lanc't from the Sun, themſelves they dart, 
So ſwift, that they appear in ev'ry Part. 


DPD WOOD. J 
A Woo vp does Warm or Shade its either Side, 
In which the Trees do riſe with equal Pride, \ 
And 
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Ind to the Heavens, like Arms, their Branches ſpread, 

o thank thoſe for the Rain by which they're fed. 
Here wander thoſe whom Love hath led aſtray ; 
But her they ſhun they ſtill find in their Way: 
To him whoſe Heart this conqu'ring Paffion wears, 
ach Hill, each Tree, the charming Image bears, 
And as with ev'ry Thing we {till ſee Light, 
Fo whatſoc'er we ſee, ſhe's ſtill in Sight: 

ach Tree's a Cage and Conſort, where we hear 

ow Liberty the very Birds does chear : 

Tis not the Spring does them to Singing move, 
But they do Sing becauſe they're then in Love: 
Love on Gray-Hairs a blooming Yourh can bring ; 
For Love is Nature's Muſick, Youth the Spring : 
Like Youth tis Gay, it like ro Muſick charms, 
And, like the Spring, from Rigidneſs it warms. 
In thoſe ſweet Fields, the happy Shepherds play, 
And, by their Looks, ſpeak more than we can ſay ; 
No Thought nor Face needs here a cheating Dreſs, 
What true Love thinks, kind Nature does expreſs : 
O! how they Laugh at Fayours bought and ſold, 
And ſcorn the Triumphs of bewitching Gold ! 
May no edg'd Tool, their friendly Boughs invade, 
Which eager Raptures of charm'd Lovers Shade! 


[Hr FATHER's STATUE.) 


ABOvE the Gare, her Father's Statue ſtands, 
Whoſe Actions did exceed his great Commands, 


Whoſe 


A 
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Whoſe Friendſhip, like his Wit, was juſt and ſtrong, 
He would not do, nor could he ſuffer Wrong: 
In War, like Fire which ſpacious Forreſts burns, 
And make great Waſtes where e'er its Fury turns: 
In Peace he, Angcl-like, Reſpect did draw, 

By Merit, and by Love, kept Men m Awe. 
Courage did to his Reaſon give an Edge, 

And Rcaſon ſmcoth'd what Courage had of Rage : 
His Courage thus was Wiſe, his Reaſon Bold, 

This cool'd its Heat, that warm'd what was too Cold. 


Ar 


Sa 


[The GARDENS. J 


SPR E AD to the Eaſt, embroider'd Gardens ly, 
O'er which the Sun looks with a fruitful Eye, 

As his ſweet Offspring, and ſeems to be vain, 1 
That glorious Salomon and all his Train S 
Were, by the greateſt Maſter, thought out-done 

By thoſe Robes he had for the Lillies ſpun. - * 

Here he doth all his Morning Bluſhes place 

Upon a Roſe's, or a Tulip's, Face \ 
Whilſt others of his Rays, with pow'r, are ſent | 
The Pinks and fragrant July-Flow'rs to paint, ] 
And all the Whitneſs that he can exhale _ 
From her fair Checks, he leſſen'd, does let fall | 
On the Narcijus; but it here looks pale, 
Aſham'd thus from the Origine to fail. 

Here Labyrinths ſo pleaſe, that we may doubt 
If Art or Pleaſure hinder getting out. 
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A Fountain-Nymph darts Water up on high, 
And from the Centre doth the Garden ſpy, 
Which doth with Eden in all. Things agree, 
Save that its Miſtreſs will not tempted be. 


L A. ARTIFICIAL ROCK.) 


SHE here an artificial Rock hath rais'd, 
By which, ev'n whilſt we're cheated, we are pleas'd!: 
Here Nature's cqual'd, future Art defy'd, 
No Lady's Glafs could have more juſtly ly'd. 
Here, do the Melancholy Pleaſure find, 
And Print their Thoughts upon the moſſy Rind : 
From this the bearded Streams do fall from high, 
And as they bruiſed were, they Roar and Cry. 
In other Rocks, well busk'd with Trees, Birds neſt, 
Some Court, ſome Sing, ſome Fly, and ſoine few Reſt. 


[ A MULTIPLYING ECHO. }] 


A x Echo ready to repeat her Words, 
With many Mouths a ſweet Return affords; 
And whilſt fie Sings, they do in Conſort ſound, 
Her Words ſo pleaſe her, that they all rebound, 
The balmy Morning there doth early riſc, 
Deck'd with the Glories of the Eaſtren Skies : 
But ſeeing far more Orient in her Face, 
Tt. bluſhing, does retire to give them Place. 
The happier Sun does rife in Pride and Haſte, 
That he his Eyes may on that Wonder Feaſt, 


By 
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By which impregnate with more radiant Light, 
He in freſh Luſtre, ſoars a higher Flight : 

But from that Height, ſecing her Glories ſhine, 
He bows in Homage, haſting to decline ; 

And to the other World does wiſely run, 

So great a Rival of his Light to ſhun, 


© The PRAIS E f COUNTRY LITE ] 


o happy Country Life, pure lilce their Air, 
Free from the Rage of Pride, the Pangs of Care, 
Here happy Souls ly bath'd in ſoft Content, 

And are at once Secure and Innocent: 

No Paſſion here but Love; here is no Wound 
But that by which Lovers their Names confound 
On Barks of Trees; whilſt with a ſmiling Face 
They ſee how theſe kind Letters ſtill embrace. 
Here the kind Myrtles their ſwect Branches ſpread, 
And ſure no Laurel caſt ſo ſweet a Shade. 

Yet all theſe Country Pleaſures, without Love, 
Would but a dull, a tedious Priſon prove: | 
But oh! what Woods, Parks, Meadows, Gardens, ly 
In the bleſt Circle of a Miſtreſs Eye; 

What Courts, what Camps, what Triumps do we find 
In her ſweet Converſe, when ſhe will be kind? 

And what a dull thing ſhould this World have been, 
If charming Beauties were not to be ſeen? 

For when we miſs fair caliæ in this Place, 


Her Abſence does it Ruin and Diſgrace. 
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[De CLOSET. ] 


[To find Defects, or wiſh Additions, here, 

. Does equally impoſſible appear. 

From this then, to her Cloſet, I'll retire; 

or what ſhe loves we juſtly may admire : 

) Mrhe Rooms Quadrangle, and the Walls do riſe 
Wich ſo much juſtneſs in their Squares and Size, 
That two Impreſſions by the ſelf ſame Seal 
Do not in all their Lines accord more well. 
She in her Floor doth trample under Foot 
\ Glob, in rich Moſaick Marble cur : 
\s her Thoughts do, what that does repreſent, 
Not like us raviſh'd with it, tho“ content; 
From Heav'n, which the rich Roof does repreſent, 
criſtal Candleſtick ſeem ro be ſent. 


Co SAVIOUR's PICTURE. 1 


Ou x Saviour there ſo living ſeems to be, 

He calvin could oblige to bow his Knee; 

The Painter cut ſo deep his bleeding Wounds, 
That Art and Grief, both pleaſe us and confounds: 
er, Lord, when I theſe Wounds thus blceding ſee, 
muſt conclude they bleed at Sight of me; 

in thy Death o'er-act his fatal Part 

Who pierc'd thy Side, for I do pierce thy Heart. 
Upon his Head there ſtands a Crown of Thorns, 
Dęſign'd for Torture, but he it adorns ; 
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And fince for us, the Earth was cursd with theſe, 


In 
He bears them as the Marks of our ' Diſeaſe. H 
In the Floods of his bleſſed Tears, I fee T 
The Image of what's due to Sin and me: In 
The Pencil here, like Aaron's Rod, doth ſmite Ce 
Our rocky Hearts, and we weep with Delight: T 
I Fear theſe Tears the Painter here hath ſpread, F 
Are far more real than the Tears we ſhed ; A 
Since our Hearts break not at ſo great a Wonder, N 
Which did the Rocks and Temple rend aſunder. 8 
C The VIRGIN MARV. * ; 
A well cut Criſtal, in a richer Caſe, 
Covers and Shews at once that Virgin's Face; 

Who flies, yet gets from Mankind ſuch, Reſpect, 
That ſeems Idolatry, or elſe Neglect. ( 
C De INFANT. 


THE Infant JES 5, looks fo in her Arm, | 
As if the Painter had him taken Warm 
Up from the Cradle; Art ſo deludes the Eye, 
That Men expect ſtill when to hear him Cry. 


[MARY MAGDALEN. J 


SAD Magdalen does here more Pity move 
Than formerly ſhe did Delight or Love: 
She waſhes now, with conſtant Tears thoſe Eyes, 
Which were unfortunate in Victories ; 
And in thoſe Streams, ſhe nobly makes expire 
Her roving Humour and her fatal Fire; 
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In that bleſs'd Brine ſhe doth her Soul preſerve, 
Her Tears, as Pearls, for Ornament her ſerve : 
The Floor now with theſe lovely Looks is ſweept, 
In which, as Chains, her Gallants once ſhe kept. 
Celia from this, moſt wiſely does obſerve, 
That whilſt we God, our Fame we likewiſe ſerve; 
For to this Magdalen half Europe bows, 
And, with Reſpect, make and perform their Vows: : 
Nor 1s their any can ſome Tears deny 

Seeing ſo many fall from her fair Eye. 

The Book of Life gives a more laſting Name, 
Than the much toil'd for Regiſter of Fame. 


CAHERMITAGE and LANDSEKIP. J 


A reverend Hermite under an aged Oak, 
Our Pity may, and Piety provoke : 
Beſides his Tears, he nothing there can ſow, 
Yet Herbs, for Food, do by that Wat'ring grow. 
The Rocks, as melting with Compaſſion, weep, 
In theſe cool Cellars he his Drink doth keep : 
No bruiſed Grape bleeds from his Cup; no Knife 
Needs to preſerve his, take anothers Life : 
No murder'd Beaſt does in his Bowels groan, 
As if it did its own Death there bemoan ; 
Nor in Revenge, Fever and Gouts do raiſe, 
Glad to aſſiſt each mutinous Diſeaſe : 
All his own Fleſi in Sacrifice is ſpent, 
And when he Feaſts, tis in our hardeſt Lene, 
He in the Boſome of a Grove does fit, 
Where neither $un's, nor Envy's Rage can hit : 


As 
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As Myſteries do Truth, ſo Groves do Light, 

Not darken, but conceal from humane Sight: 
Whence *twas in Groves the Pagans did of old 
Their ſacred Rites and Myſteries unfold. 

Here, in a Soul vaſt like the ſtretcht out Spheres, 
He rolls Thonghts greater than what Atlas bears : 
Nothing that's leſs than God ſhares in his Wonder, 
In whom the leaſt Thing he admires is Thunder. 
And whilſt his Thoughts mount on ſeraphick Wing; 
He ſces the World and Fame as little Things : 

He courts not Sleep, with ſoft melodious Airs, 

Nor in benumming Wine needs drown his Cares, 
The rich pil'd Graſs gives him a Velvet Bed, 

And Trees afford him Curtains in their Shade, 
What crowned Head reſts in ſuch bleſſed State, 

Or ſo confines his Wiſhes to his Fate? 


LA DEATH” HEAD. J | 
NE x T to her Mirror, a Death's Head takes place, 
That ſhews what this; this what ſhall be her Face: 
And ſure it needs great Faith to make her think, 
The Face ſhe bears, to what ſhe ſees, can ſhrink : 
And it may ſecm, that when fair Celia dies 
She better may, but not more lovely riſe, 


[CHARLES the FIRST. J 


GREA T Charles! God's nobleſt Image among Men, 
Whoſe Life deſerves his own moſt matchleſs Pen : 
His Life was the beſt Law a King could make, 
Much Liberty he gave, but none did take. 
God-like his Pow'r he us'd in doing Good, 
Leſs careful of his own, than Subjects Blood: 
No 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &. 15 
No Blood leſs ſacred could atone the Crimes 

Of thoſe rebellious and blaſphemous Times, 

Above all Martyrs in this magnified : 

They for Religion; but it with him dy'd. 


res, This fixes that bleſt Race which long has ſtood 
rs: Great by its own, but greater by this Blood: 
der, This for Reward a matchleſs Son did bring, 
er. Heav'n's only govern'd by a better King; 
ing And ſuch as cannot under him be free 
To Knaves and Fools ſhould ſlaves for ever be. 
Freted Religion fickens into Zeal 
s. That holy Fever of the Common-Weal, 


By this ſweet Name falſe Men their Rage baptize; 
And not to God, but Molech ſacrifice, 

Making their Enemies paſs through a Fire, 

They do their Offerings kindle by their Ire. 


(SENECA. J 

N= x T Charles, grave Seneca does chooſe his Place; 
The greateſt Preacher that e' er wanted Grace; 
Bearing theſe Looks, each whereof was. a Law, 
Which the rude World and Nero kept in Awe; 
Till he in's Luſt himſelf and Rome did burn, 
Leaving bare Walls to be that City's Urn. 
Vertue's but Pedantry when we oppoſe 
A Princes Will, theſe Counſellors are Foes : 
Nor can a Tyrant learn at a cheap Rate, 
Since his firſt Tutor is his adverſe Fate. 


CJULIUS CAXSAR.) 
THERs we with Awe, ſee Ceſar's laurell'd Head, 
Who all the World but one poor Trophy made; 
| He 
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He gave the Law to all, to Kings a Name, 
And did force Virtue to ſubmit to Fame: 
What e'er his Eyes did ſee, his Sword did gain, 
For he like Fate, did never wiſh in vain. 

Rome under him, was ne'er ſo great nor low: 
For he did Chains and Crowns on it beſtow : 
For each kill'd Roman, he to Rome did bring 

An enſlav'd State, or an enthraled Kung : 

But when by Vidt'ries he was ripe to be 

Great Pompey's Victim, then he fell as he: 

And yet no Crime could Ceſar bring fo low, 
That he could fall, but by a Senate's Blow. 
Great Men can boaſt, that ev'n their adverſe Fate 
Muſt ruin them, in ſolemn Pomp and State. 


(POMPEY ] 


AN other Picture ſhews us Pomp:y's Head, 
Which that great Name allows not to be dead: 
Not Death it ſelf could make this Face look Pale, | 
It was the Gaſping of the Common-Weal : 


Nor was it Pity ſure, but cæſu's Fears 


Which on the Sight of it provok'd his Tears: 
Pompcy no Pity needs, Ceſar cou'd ſee 

In theſe grim Looks, Rome's murdred Liberty: 
But when he to the Gods 'was known aboye, 
They to revenge him did juſt Brutus move: 

Nor cou'd they put their Sword in juſter Hands, 
For his Obedience hallow'd their Commands. 


CCA 
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NE x r him ſtands Caro, to whoſe ſacred Breaſt 
Rome's Freedom fled for Shelter when diſtreſt : 

and leaſt it ſhonld have falln in Caeſar's Pow'r, 

e open'd in his own great Heart a Door 

or its Eſcape, that it to Heay'n might fly, 

And wait till Ceſar ſhould by Brutus dy. 

he World to his deep Judgment ſo did truſt, 
hat his ſole Vote declared Pompey Juſt, 

ere he *gainſt Fate and Ceſar did prevail, 

And ſtill to Cato lay the laſt Appeal. 


[MON TROSE. } 


MON TR Os E his Country's Glory and its Shame, 
Who equall'd Ceſar in all Things ſave Fame: 

is Heart, tho' not his Country, was as Great 

s his, aud he fell by a nobler Fate: 

ſontroſe did fall his Country to redreſs, 

ut Ceſar, whilſt he did Juſt Rome oppreſs. 

duty on Valour ſtamps a juſt Renown, 

is as great to ſupport as wear a Crown. 


CCLEOPATRA.}] 


Hz RE Cleopatra ſhews thoſe conqu'ring Eyes, 
'hich Anthony eſteem'd a greater Prize 
nds, Than Rome's Empire; this Paſſion did exceed 
ul things, ſave thoſe bright Eyes which did it feed: 
Ind yet in that brave Death whereby ſhe fell, 
C A be ſhow'd her Love her Beauty did excel: 
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Some Ceſuwr do for Slighting her admire ; 
But my Heart warms at Amthonie's kind Fire. 
Ceſar at Rome, ſtrove Fools and Knaves to pleaſe, 
And did buy Danger with the Loſs of Eaſe: 
He Toils, and Trouble did from them endure, 
Who thought his Ruin was Rome's only Cure: 
Whilſt Anthony a lovely Queen poſſeſt, 

And his ſafe Head lean'd on her charming Breaſt : 
That Queen who ſooner Ceſar overcame 

Than he cou'd Rome; Love ſo far conquers Fame: 
The Gods did ſure Revenge in Ceſar's Doom, 

His wronging her, and not his wronging Rome: 
For Blood once tainted with ſuch horrid Stains, 
Deſery'd no Place in noble Ceſar's Veins. 

Love from Ambition well deſerves the Prize, 

For gentle Love feeds on fair Ladies Eyes ; 

But vain Ambition's led by vulgar Breath, 

Which as it gives it Life, can give it Death : 
This fiercely burns the Soul, that gently warms ; - | 
The one confounds our Thoughts, the other charms? 
Crowns cannot Men make Happy nor Secure ; 
Kings may Affronts and Miſeries endure ; 

But Love and She bleſs us at ſuch a Rate, 

That when ſhe Smiles, we ſcorn the Frowns of Fate 


LC AURELIA.} 
AURELT A here for Jealouſy does dy, 
The Picture blecds, and thoſe who ſee it Cry, 
In Jealouſy Love covetous does grow, 


And like ſwell'd Floods docs wildly overflow: 


Ir 
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It is a Love that's run out of its Wits, 
Love that's fick of Hypocond”rick Fits: 
k. | Unhappy Love! which its own Torments brings, 
Aﬀtighted ftill with the wrong Side of Things, 


[ VIRGIL.) 


A x 1 the nine Siſters in deep Wonder ſtand, 
Each with great Virgils Poem in her Hand; 
aſt : yrnilſt he with Modeſty as great's his Wit, 
\doring them, upon his Knees does fir, 
me: Nil to none, but to himſelf Severe, 
Might his own Thoughts, more than his Criticks fear: 
hoſe Judgments ſprightly, and whoſe Fancy's wile, 
) \nd as Wit ripens, fo his Praiſes riſe. 


CLUCRETIA.} 


T x = Marble plying as the Artiſt pleas'd, 
or fair Lucretia has a Statue rais'd : 
e has inſpir'd ſuch Paſſion. in the Stone, 
; That one that's Deaf would ſwear that it did groan; 
arms/YIr was ſuch Stones, as thoſe which firſt could draw 
en to Idolatry, and keep in Awe 
Thoſe ruder Mortals, who could not withſtand 
The winning Charms of a great Maſter's Hand : 
Fate From this ſhe ſends her noble Soul to crave 
Revenge from Heav'n on him who ſtrove to leave 
Spots on her Honour, for when that is loſt, 
Women in vain. Birth, Wit or Beauty, boaſt, 
Men the beſt Things, when common muſt deſpiſe ; 
Virtue's the Soul of Fame, and when it dies, 
| 3 2 Fame 
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Fame like a loathſome Carcaſe doth remain; 
Each new Rememb'rance will refreſh the Stain, 
Thus ſhe ſeems from her Body to remove, 
When ſpotted by that Luſt that ſome call Love: 
The frighted Blood in ſttreaming Sallies guſh, . 
And the defiled Corps does ſeem to bluſh, 1 


CCINCINNATUS retwn'd from his Vi- 
CTORY to bis PLEUGH, J 


HE R E famous Cincinnatus holds his Pleugh, 
Whilſt branchy Laurels ſhade his ſweating Brow : 
He no Exchequer has, but theſe hard Toils, 

And Rome, not he's enrich'd by foreign Spoils, 
Great Men are Servants, when they Pay receive, 
And Beggars, when they Subſidies muſt crave : 
Rich Robs are but the Livery of the State, 

And Slav'ry is the Price of being Great: 

But Cincinnatus ſcorns the State ſhould need 

To Tax themſelves, him or his Luſts to feed ; 
The great Deborah might have been his Wife, 
Who judg'd, but liv'd not by her Peoplcs Strife, 
Greatneſs is ſeldom quit, and often croſt ; A 
There moſt Men think to Reſt, but all are Loſt. 1 
The falſeſt, yet the moſt provoking Cheat, E W 


1 


Does firſt our Foes, and then our ſelves Defeat. I. 

L GALILEO. J ; 7 

HERE Galileo makes the Stars draw near, 8 0 

And at the End of his bright Tub appear : ' W 

la whoſe juſt Microſcope, ſuch Things we ſos, l H, 

As in bleſt Indies, or wild Afyggt be. 1 Or 
1 
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rhus we may travel eaſily at Home, 
And ſee new Wonders in his Glaſſes Womb. 


e: LLILLIE. J 
LIIIIE Who has no Rival but his Glaſs, 
ho ſtops our Youth and Beauty as they pals, 
is Pencil does *gainſt Time and Fate ſecure, 
Gives what we want, makes what we have endure, 
= CG ASTORM #n LANDSKIP. J 


A PAINTER here troubles the Ocean ſo, 
That it doth foam with Rage, and angry grow: 
Amidſt thoſe Dales and Hills, ſome Ships appear, 
hey were Ships ſtout and tall till they came here; 
But I and they do tremble at this Sight, 
And Fear docs rob, what Art gives for Delight: 
This brings the Storm both to my Eye and Ear, 
And on dry Land makes me a Shipwrack fear. 


ACHURCH #7 PERSPECTIVE. |] 


A real Church in Perſpective we ſee, 
x 4 I wiſh all Churches did as well agree 
Wich the Original, and that Men too, 
The true eſteem'd, as we the painted do: 
| Long Walks of Pines out from the Cloath ._ 
And rather ſeem to meet than cheat our Ey es: 
ö O noble Art! O moſt ſucceſsful Care! 
Which Churches builds, and plants Trees in the Air; 
He only, who made the great Glob to ſtand 
On Air, in this could lead the Painter's Hand; 
B 3 That 
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That in all Arts, we might his Art admire, 
And by our Wonder, to his Love aſpire. 


[ Hr CLOCK. J 


A curious Clock doth on her Table ſtand, 
Where Time murders it ſelf with its own Hand; 
No Wonder then, it ruin us and ours, 

Since it like Fire, it ſelf like Prey devours ; 

But Mens Revenge lies in Eternity, 5 
Where we ſhall li e, and Time ſhall ever die. 1 
Its open criſtal Sides do let her ſee, 1 
How various its Wheels and Motions be; 1 
And yet all theſe conſpire in the ſame End. 
And the ſame Hour, to ſhew their Courſes bend; 
Which teaches her with Pleaſure to admire 
How all Mens Contrarieties conſpire 5 
To magnify that God, who does his Praiſe F H 
From our Diſorders and Confuſions raiſc. | | 
Some do from Vices to his Altars turn, 

Whilſt others theſe with furious Zeal do burn: 
Some love his Worſhip, others it neglcct, 

None can pay all, tho' each owes all Reſpect ; 
Some Treaſures heap, whilit others do diſperſe 
The Spoils of all the robbcd Univerſe, 


— 2 _ \4 >. a; 22 * b 2 
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Yet all by Force, or Love do jointly move 


4 V 
1 
To manif.it God's Greatneſs, or his Love. | XN 
8 
14 


Here N 


Hr RE Amber lies ſhap'd in a thouſand Forms, 
Aid Carats bred (like Virtue) among Storms; 
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ere ſporting Nature ſhews moſt curious Shells, 
Which, tho? moſt glorious, are but the Cells, 
Which it with Eaſe doth for poor Worms provide, 


3 


o check the Infidelity or Pride 

Pf ſuch, as dare not upon it rely, 

Pr think by Art its Favours to envy. 
ere. Rocks of dazling Diamonds appear, 
And we may ſee Cluſters of Rubies here. 


[ Some of her Books with a CHARACTER of the 
AUTHORS. J 
! BU T Dryden's Works did turn from them my Eyes, 
Whoſe lofty Lines I do above them prize: 
owly by him, whoſe Works are ever new, 
D-nbam whoſe Lines are ſweet, whoſe Senſe is true; 
Waller the juſt, whoſe leaſt corrected Line 
The beſt may own, and I could wiſh it mine: 
Here toiling Johnſon, eaſy Fletcher ly, 
And down into whoſe Myſteries few pry. 


3 22 
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. 


CCALIA's own CHARACTER. J 


2 RErL1G1OU $ Books ſhe does obey, not ſhow, 
And by her Life, we do their Value know. 


THis is her Cloſer, and its Rar'ties theſe, 

| Which though they raviſh not, like her they please: 
Her Soul pure like the Heav'ns, from whence it came, 
Still ſcorns to kindle at a lower Flame; 

So great's her Virtue, that juſt Heav'n thought fit 
T* adorn't with Beauty, and enrich't with Wit. 


She 


"vn 


n 


rea 


Here 


| 
* 
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She got no Crown, becauſe ſhe none did need, at 
Nor do her Slaves wiſh ever to be freed: Irn. 
Her Will does charm thoſe whom her Eyes enſlave, Irh 
This juſtifies the Paſſion which theſe gave. c 
Sure if great Solomon did live this Day, 

He would the Sheban Viſit here repay, 

And juſtly wonder at her Beauty more, . 
Than that great Queen his Wiſdom did adore ; 
He had confin'd his thouſand Loves in one, 
To place the Queen on an unrival'd Throne. 


Irn 
AA 
T . 
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The Character of a Beau : Ms 
IB. 

By a young Lady, * 

In à Letter to her intimate Friend. 1 N 

9 F. 

H o' I refus'd to tell off Hand 4 ly 
When Betty ask'd me, What 4 Beau is ? þ 

My Pen has anſwer'd your Demand ; Sr 
Bur let not Couſin Thomas know this, 11 
When I had Leiſure t'other Day, £ 1 
T lock'd my ſelf up in my Cloſct, 7 þ 
And thought maturely what to ſay 11 
And in what Strain I ſhould compoſe it. 'p 
1 


—— 
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At length I was reſolv'd to try 
Ehe uncouth Character in Meeter, 
ſlave, rho', when you read. you'll ſoon diſcry 


ITheſe neceſſary Points premis'd, 
XA good Beginning! Thanks t' Apollo,) 
dare ſay you'll be better pleas'd 

125 With the Deſcription that will follow. 


1 AB EA (if you'll believe my Muſe) 
Ils an affected fopih Creature, 
Tho? wondrous Spruce, the meer Refuſe 


__ Of common Senſe, and Shame of Nature. 
: The Ends of Life he does not know, 
And ſcarce the vulgar Arts of Breed ing, 


But firſt appears at ev'ry Show 
With Airs and Cloaths his Sex exceedings 


His Study is to pleaſe the Fair, 

7 Forgetting what wou'd beſt adorn him; 
2 Himſelf our Slave he will declare, 

7 Tho? all our Conduct tells we ſcorn him. 


. 


27 His high Ambition is to fit 

: Half Days amidſt a Club of Ladies, 
To be eſteem'd by them a Wit, 
And in their Eyes diſcover Babies. 


IM Sed . 


He's fond of all that comes from Ff anae 
And thinks tis Wit to be in Faſhion : 
He judges theſe who cannot Dance, 

At The very Dregs of the Creation, 


cou'd have wrote dull Proſe much better, 


In 
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In Merchants Books he deeply runs 

For Hat and Sword, and Coat and Breeches ? 
To ſee the Merchant's Face he ſhuns, 

And, when he's crav'd, more Time beſeeches. 


Tho? ſoft his Brow and weak his Brain, 
And Head as Light is as a Feather, 

He loudly Langhs; and than abſtain 
From talking, he'll ſpeak Nonſenſe rather, 


Tho? ſcarce a Note he really knows 

Some modiſh Tune he's ever humming, 
Invents new Modes, his Snuff-Box ſhows, 
And gives it round with Grace becoming. 


He's always reading Love-fick Verſe, 
which in whole Sheets fills up his Pocket, 
And loves to hear himſelf rehearſe 

What ne'er cou'd pleaſe judicious Folk yet. 


What's done by Tories or by Whigs, 
"Tho? neer ſo ſecret, he diſcovers ; 

But moſt pretends to know th* Intrigues 
Of guilty Rakes, and virtuous Lovers. 


Thus I've deſcribed well or ill 

His Character, as I conceive it: 

If I have err'd for want of Skill, 
To you, and better Hands I leave it. 


C: 
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A Walk on Glaſgow Green. 


What Reaſon can that Love controul, 


Which mare than one Way courts the Soul, 
WALLFRsS 


LARISSA firſt appears, that heav'nly Fair, 
; Her Look fo languid, and fo ſoft her Air! 
uch dying Sweetneſs ſare beſpcaks a Mind, 
or Mercy, not for Cruelty deſign'd. 
appy that Lover, in whoſe longing Arms, 
The beauteous Maid reſigns thoſe melting Charms. 


zee powerful CN L OR bend her Steps this Way: 
She conſcious of her own unbounded Sway, 

With Air majeſtick boldly moves along, 

he Earth ſeems proud the Goddeſs treads upon) 
ler force in vain we dare; thus at one Sight, 

In dying Breath we own th* unequal Fight. 

Ebloe, your few remaining Lovers ſpare, 

May one at leaſt ſurvive t enjoy the Fair! 


here COE LI A goes with ſuch a graceful = 


As did of old the heav'nly Cyprien Queen, 
hrough which conceal'd Divinity was ſen, 


hile LESBIA with her more than humane Voice, 
Confounds the Lover in his doubrful Choiſe ; 
ſchde ſtays her Courſe ſo raviſh'd with the ſound, 


ich Pride return'd by echoing Hills around, 
2 Then 


Dd 
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Then 8 a Þ H O comes, whoſe Virtue adds a Grace 
To each ſweet Beauty of the Angel's Face. 
How pure does Sapho's virgin Soul remain, 

Who deems a trifling Thought a guilty Stain. 


Fam'd SY Ly 1 A next, her Senſe and Taſte ſo fine 


Such great Perfections ſpeak the Fair divine ! 7 


Her eaſy Air, and yet unblemiſh'd Name, E HS 
Shine in the Records of immortal Fame. N 


See! — matchleſs SACHARISS A next appear, 
The SHE poſſeſs'd of all that's good or dear! | 
Say in what heav'nly Colours ſhall J paint, 
The outward Beauty, or the inward Saint ; 
Whoſe charming Air, and graceful Mien expreſs, 
Her Perſon lovely, lovely to Exceſs ! 

Such Charms not Venus ſelf could ever boaſt, 
Or the fam'd Helen for whom Troy was loſt. 

See Chloe's Power triumph in her Face, 

And ſoft Cariſſa through each Feature trace: 
Lesbia's ſweet Voice, and Calia's charming Air, 
All this unite in one accompliſh'd Fair! 

Ev'n Sapho's Virtues now no longer ſhine, 

And Sylvia now muſt ceaſe to be divine; 
Superior Goodneſs, and ſuperior Charms, 

At once the leſſer Deities diſarms. | 


So in a Night the Air ſerene and clear, 
Each Planet glitters in its proper Sphere; 


But ſoon as Phabus with his ſtronger Light - © 
Chaſes away th' oppoſing Clouds of Night; 


Theſe N 
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heſe leſſer Orbs then all obſcured ſtand, 
Reſign their Power to his ſole Command. 


— 0 ſo abſolute ſhe ſeems 
And in ber ſelf compleat = — — 


Trace 


Horace's Ode XI. Book II. 


ear, 
Imitated ia a Letter to a Friend. 
I Nough, my Friend, — for *tis in vain 

ö That you explore the Schemes of Spain, 
And, with too curious Mind enquire 

| hat ploding Heads at Rome conſpire. 

n ſpacious Sea betwixt us lies 

q 


Nor need we fear our Enemies, 

If with our Lot content we were 

#1 . . . 

And truſted Heav'n with Britain's Cate. 


# For me, I'm eaſy and ſerene, 
Becauſe I keep the golden Mean, 
And never on Politicks bent, 


oncern my ſelf with Government, 


he wiſeſt Courſe is not to prate 
Since we can't mend Affairs of State. 
Tho World by Rogues is always rul'd, 
And willing Slaves are ridicul'd, 

"heſef 


* * 5 
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Why 
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Why ſhou'd we clog with uſeleſs Cares, 
And lay a thouſand treach'rous Snares 

For our own Life, which truſt me Friend, 
But little nceds, and ſoon will end? 


Our Youth is gone, Occaſion flys, 

Gray Hairs approach, and Pleaſure dies : 
The waning Moon and fading Flow'rs 
Bid us improve the Time that's ours. 


A Bird in Hand is better far, 
Than twenty flying in the Air, 
Who wou'd forgo his preſent Crown 
To ſeck Vropian Realms unknown? 


What's future and unſeen is not 

The proper Subject for our Thought. 
Tis Virtue's Work t' improve our Span, 
And keep within the bounds of Man. 


Kind Providence has giv'n us ſtore, 
And, if we uſe it, will give more. 
The precious Gift ſhou'd not be ſpent, 
Nor up in muſty Priſons pent. 


In Moderation let us taſte 

Whate'er may yield our lives a Feaſt ; 
And, innocently brisk and gay, 

In Silence paſs our Time away. 


We'll {till maintain a cheerful Face, 
Wit, Humour, and an eaſy Grace; 
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ike Infants ſport our ſelves aſleep, 
nd let Death o'er our Pleaſures creep. 


zeneath ſome grateful ſhaddy Tree 


Fupinely laid, from Sorrow free, 
Let's drink, whilſt Garlands on our Head, 
Supply the Waſte that Age has made. 


How ſmooth wou'd all our Minutes glide, 
7 f proſtrate by a River's Side, 

IWhere Zephyr and Perfumes abound, 
Pur Joys were with a Miſtreſs crown'd ! 


Till ſuch a lucky Seaſon come 

From Time's indulgent teeming Womb, 
t's court Occafions fit to prove, 

By hearty Bumpers, whom we love. 


ZEvn whilſt I write theſe Lines to you, 
23 ſhow my Flame for Chloe true: 

Her Health I drink with all my Soul, 
zefore Tom Brown, in a full Bowl, 


er Beauty, Humour, Senſe and Wit, 

Lay me deyoutly at her Feet. 

N or is your Myra, brisk and gay 

Forgot, when I my Homage pay. 

Thus I, with others or alone, 

njoy my Minutes er'e they're gone, 
Retrieve my Youth, diſpel my Care, 
ind pleaſe the Muſes and the Fair. 

Lika 


; Since 
£ pn 
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Since Life is but a Farce at beſt, | 

A gay one pleaſes moſt my Taſte. 

Ye Gods, give Chloe Conſtancy, | 

And make this World a Jacks for me, 


I. 17 


N N N N. N I Nx N N 


In Praiſe of Women, by Montroſe. 5 


W Hen Heay'ns great Jove had made the World's | 
| round Frame, 

Earth, Water, Air, and Fire; above the ſame 

The ruling Orbs, the Planets, Spheres, and all 

The lefler Creatures, in the Earth's vaſt Ball: 

Bur, as a curious Alchimiſt, {till draws 

From groſſer Metrals finer, and from thoſe 

Extracts another, and from that again 

Another that doth far excel the ſame. 

So fram'd he Men of Elements combin'd, 

T' excel that Subſtance where he was refin'd : 

But that poor Creature, raiſed from his Breaſt 

Excclleth him, as he excell'd the reſt : 

Or as a ſtubborn Stalk, whereon there grows 

A dainty Lilly or a flagrant Roſe; 

The Stall may boaſt, and ſet its Vertues forth, 

But take away the Flow'r, where is its Worth? 
Bur yet, fair Ladies, you muſt know 
Howbeit I do adore you ſo; 


„ 


—— 
— 
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Reciprocal your Flames muſt prove, 
Or my Ambition ſcorn to love: 

A noble Soul doth {fill abhore 

To ſtrike, but where its Conqueror? 


FF 


* An EPIST LE to a certain Perſon, 


dccaſion'd by his Pride upon ſudden Advancement. 


From the Italian of Fulvio Teſti to Count Mon- 
tecuccoli. 


rla's 
s | 


4 
v 
7 


Hat means this Noiſe thou poor inglorious Stream, 
That from a Pudle bur fo lately came? 
Plaſ'd by the Bcaſts thou unregarded ſtood 

re Rain, by Chance, made thee a muddy Flood. 
What if the Skies Mould ſudden turn ſcrene 

nd ſend thee to thy wretched Source again? 
Fhy then ſuch boaſting of thy filthy Tide, 

Since one fair Day can humble all thy Pride? 


; ' Obſerve great Rivers. — how compos'd they are! 
Kone makes ſuch Clamour as your elf by far. 

ho? deep and clear they gently glide away, 

Ind pour their mighty Treaſure in the Sca, 

hey ſcatter Bleſſings whereſoe'er they flow, 

nd ſeem well pleas'd with bounty they beſtow. 

ö o waſte of Time exhauſts their liquid Store, 

he more they ſpend, their Streams increaſe the more. 
F hilſt thou, poor Brook, haſt Being ſcarce ſome Hours: 
The Summer's Sun thy babling Drops devours. 
Re C The 
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The Flocks and Shepherds whom thou threat'neſt now. 
Shall in their Turn inſult thy Fountain too, 
When all thy borrow'd Waters ſhall be gone, k 
And ey'n that Noiſe which thou can'ſt only call thin 
own. 


J know, great Sir, you'll wonder why my Mule | 1 E 
To Reaſon thus with a wretch'd Stream doth chuſ, | 
But thus we Bards ſometimes ſubliemely write, = 
And fhrowd our Secrets from the Vulgars Sight: 
Important Truths, like Oracles, we teach, 

To which th' unthinking Multitudes ne'er reach, 


Yer leaſt you ſay, I really am ill bred, 
By ſuch dark Numbers, to perplex your Head, 
Phebus, th' Inſpirer of my ſacred Lays, 
Removes the Shade by his refulgent Rays, 
And this, to help your Intellects, applies 
What elſe might be myſterious in your Eyes. 


As ſwelling Streams to-morrow may ſubſide, 
Short and uncertain is the Reign of Pride. 
Pomp that is founded upon Fortunes Boon, 8 
As quickly rais'd, may be deſtroyed ſoon. sc 
That ilippry Goddeſs changes ev'ry Day: . 
Blindly ſh! gives, and blindly takes away, 

To quell weak Minds ſhe has a thouſand Arts 
She ſmiles, ſhe Fawns, ſhe Nauſeats and Parts: 
But never makes Impreſſion on the Wiſe, 

Who equally her Smiles and Frowns deſpiſe, 
No fooliſlv Joy and Pride dilates their Mind 
When ſhe at random happens to be kind. 


An 


EC 
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now, Ind when ſhe calls her Mort-liy'd Boon again, 
hey give it back, nor murmur and complain. 
Mo Happineſs, no Miſery they feel 
thim om any Motion of her fickle Wheel. 


Irne Pilot, who is ſtudious to maintain 
nd OO = 
hu” Veſſel ſafe upon a ſtormy Main, 

b f eſerves no higher Credit, Pow'r and Praiſe 
Inan he who fears the flattry of the Seas, 
4 d never truſts too much tlie faireſt Gale, 
\ 


er burdens not his Ship, and ſpreads but little Sail. 


it : 


h. ! o Hero ſhines in the Records of Fame, 
my Eſteem, more worthy of a Name 
3 han that great Man Arg athocles, whoſe Mind 
The chiefeſt Charms of Fortune cou'd not blind: 
r tho' his Table ſparkled all with Gold, 
And curious Works, delightful ro behold, 
Ir, in his pleaſing proſperous Eſtate, 
His humble Birth he never wouw'd -forget, 
| | t, with his poliſſi'd Goblets, mix'd the Trade, 
1 e limple Plates of Clay which his old Father made, 
x ** had I done the Verſes juſt before, 
2 tl” upſtart Stream had laviſſi' all its Store: 
he Clouds were ſcatter'd and the Sky ſerene, 
3 he Sun ſlione bright, nor was there further Rain: 
o Drop remain'd to ſwell the noiſy Tide, 


ry'd was the Brook, and vaniſh'd was its Pride, 
he weakeſt Cattle on the verdant Plain 
rod o'er the Sand, and ſpurn'd it with diſdain. 


An C 2 Be 
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Be wiſe then, Sir, and manage well your State, Me 
Leaſt you ſhould only be a ſhort while Great. Uh 


Courts are like Climates, open to the Air, we 
And Riches, gaudy now, to morrow diſappear. n 
0. 1 
S ee e- eee e- e Th 
I 

d 5 . *. 
On Mr. Addiſon's Campaign. fe 


| 


1 


4 
; 


W Hat wondrous Art, what Genius brightly ſhine 
Within the bounds of few elaborate Lines! 
So juſt cach Image, with ſuch Beauty wrought ? 
So ſtrong the Senſe, ſo delicate the Thought! 
The narrow Piece with ſo much Action ſwells, 
Such Sweetneſs in each artful Labour dwells, 
Such lively Strokes upon the Fancy glow, | 
So ſmooth, ſo plain the tow'ring Numbers flow: F 
Heav'ns! how my Heart is raviſh'd as I read! | 
*Tis not the Product of a fingle Head: 

Or, the great Author had his Boſome fir'd | 
With Heat, that nothing leſs than Heav'n inſpir'd * 


Fd 


* 


=_ 


A whole Campaign the immortal Lines rehearſe In 
That might raiſe Volumes of leſs polif'd Verſe, FJD" 
Surprizing Scenes before the Reader riſe : IT! 
His Mind's amaz'd whilſt Nature's in his Eyes. W. 
Succeſſive Pleaſures ſwell his raviſh'd Breaſt An 
As Wonders ſtand in Thoughts ſo well expreſt, Ti 
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te, Ste thought at firſt, and, as he thought, complain'd 

t. he Book a Skirmiſh and no more contain'd : 
S$weetly decciv'd, he ſtares, and ſtares again, 

And ons he reads a whole well wrought Campaign, 


O. The more my Mind ſurveys the glowing Charms, 
The more with Wonder and Delight it warms. 
NN he rich Epitome new Treaſure ſhews, 
ö hen o'er and o'er my longing it renews. 
ny {$uch Harmony at ev'ry Turn appears 
\s neither dulls, nor diſappoints the Ears. 
Thus when all Nature vernal Blooms array 
; e hate the Night, and wiſh eternal Day. 


Mine 


tl! 5 he various Beauties of the Fields ne'er cloy, r 
Put, as we gaze, the more enhanſe our Joy. 
s | 


2 Short Periods contract the dreadful War, 
Which trembling Kingdoms found dilated far, 
57 Join diſtant Regions, and unnumber'd States, | 
And deal to Armies their ' unequal Fates, 
Make Legions fight, and valiant Thouſands die, 
i Battallions ſtand, and vanquiſh'd Millions fly : 
b 17d. he glorious Events of the far fam'd Lear 
An their refulgene Splendour all appear. 
earſey In Light and Shade, thus the great Judgment ſtands, 
rſe, FDiſplay'd in ſhort by Raphael's artful Hands : | 
; he World, alarm'd, in wild Confuſſion lies, 
res, While ſcatter'd Mortals in Effigie riſe ; 
And on the Day, with Hopes / and Terrour wait, 
+, Till Heay'ns high King pronounce their diffrent Fate. 
| Es 3 9.* 4 d 
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Behold with rage the Britiſh Leader ſwells ! 
In Smoke and Thunder yet ſerenely dwells : 
With awful Force the furious Battle rules, 
And, where he moves, the daring Foe controuls ! 
Thus undiſturbed, Jovx, (as Tales record) 
Thro' ſtormy Clouds with vengeful Thunder roar'd, 
His Eyes glanc'd dreadful from the darkned Sky; ; 
Here Lightnings fAaſt'd, there Bolts deſtructive fly, | 
While haughty Giants wag'd the guilty Fight, by 
And Jar'd high Heav'n with their aſpiring Might. 


How many Heros, who for Glory ran, In 
And reap'd the Harveſt which their Bravery wan, Sh 
In Sighs and Tears the Muſe's haſte regret, E E; 
That taries not their Honours to relate, | A. 
That they might to the lateſt Age remain, Be 


And ſhine with Marlb'rowgh in the grand Campaign! * H 


Long may the mighty Poet wear the Bays, 
And bleſs BRITANNTIA with his heav'nly Lays?! NM 
But he no higher can advance his Fame, 
Since Homer's ſelf is ſcarce à greater Name. | 
The Iliad might be wrought with leſſer Pain 4 Fr 


From ten Years War, than out of one Campaign, | Sc 
f | * 46 0 
B. F BY 
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A 2 0-8: 
1 | por the Young-Company of Archers, 
By Mr. Tho. Boro. 


N Subeunt Tegæa juventus, Vigo. 
AN APALIMHTTMAIOILI. Hom, 


Hen Pallas from the lab'ring Brain of Jove 

Jump'd out, in full Perfection, from above, 
In ſhining Military Weeds array'd, 
4 She cock't her Helmet, and her Spear diſplay'd: 

Expert in War, without the Rules of Art 

And tedious Diſcipline, her Infant-heart 

5 Beat bold and ſtrong; nor did her Sinews yield, 
n 6 Her brawny Arm ſuſtain'd the pond'rous Shield. 


This Praiſe is to the Heroine Goddeſs due: 
Much, Caledonian Youth, we owe to you. 


Scarce have your tortur'd Mothers found Reſpite 
From Throws by Day and Agonies by Night ; 
| Scarce the diſtorted Muſcles yet replac'd, 
Or diſmal Groans, from rigid Child-bed, ceas'd, 
. But you turn Men, nay Warlike-Men, and, more, 
f Grow Qui r' d- Heroes, as in Days of Yore, 
And make thoſe Eyes admire that wept before. : 


With Emulation big, each Heroe ſtallcs, 
A And counts each Peace to Glory, as he walks: 


To 
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To gazing Friends he drops his unſtrung Bow 


ro1 

With warlike Grace and gallant Air, to ſhow Fre 
He bids to Eaſe and ruſty Sloth, adieu. I Ih: 
So valient Hector flights his Conſort's Charms, 1 OL 


To follow Honour, or his Fate, in Arms. 


When to the Liſts the graceful Squadron came, 
Their Bows, with dreadful Noiſe, the War proclaim} 
Th” extended Cord contracts the bending Yew, I 
Till the far diſtant Horns their Moon renew. 

The long'd for Mark d irects the eager Eye, 
And from the twanging Strings the Weapons fly. 
Envy or Love purſues each ſounding Dart 
Gaining à Rival's Spite, or Parent's Heart. 4 
The conqu'ring Arrow laſt cuts ſwiftly loud 'Y 
The yielding Air, and diſſipates the Crowd. | 


Er 
Now the young Troops home from the Field repair Jar 
One has the Trophy, all of Praiſe a Share, 
The blooming Victor bears the Arrow's Prize, 
But leaves behind the Conqueſt of his Eyes; 
For tho, like Mars, he is for Battle dreſs'd, 


He's found a Cupuid in a Virgin's Breaſt : 5 
And blind like him, for Multitudes were round, mY 
He pierc'd a Heart he did not mean to wound, 55 
> it 
Thus, our Deſcent we may retrace from Jove Su 
By carly Valour, and by Infant-Love. 1 
Go on, brave Vouth, and ſtill thoſe Shafts employ * 
The En'my's Terror, and the Lover's Joy. ; A 
Fe 

þ 


From 
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From them the fading Thiſtle Help ſhall find, 
hey Mall, in future Days, her Foes remind, 
Frhat tho her ancient Thorns, thro? Guilt, withdrew, 


3 our Darts ſhall Arm her terribly anew. 


Then. when your Joints are firm, and Bodies ſprung, 
Enjoy thoſe Captives that you made when young. 


PFC 
T.CHEORTS 


Pr oving againſt her that little Thing, are beſt, 
tho not always moſt pleaſing. 

O U mind, dear Cbloris, t' other Day 

4 That Bus'neſs call'd your Slave away, 

Fre we had finiſſid our Debate, 

epair And fo 'tis in Dependance yet. 


7. 


2 I own it lucky was for me 
| That I did looſe, that Day, my Tea: 
For had I longer ſtay'd with you 
7 Cauſe had been quite loſt ere now. 
L - ſweet, ſo beautiful a Face, '4 
So fine, fo delicate a Grace, 
Such ruby Lips, and pleaſing Smiles, 
such killing Eyes, and winning Wiles, 
Without the Help of ſolid Senſe, 
ploy Might well have pled like Eloquence, 
And won, without diſpute, the Field; 


For who wou'd not to Venus yield? 
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But here ſecure from Beauties Charms, 
And from your Tongues refin'd Alarms, 
In. my own Cloſet, by my Pen, 

I hold my Principle again, 

That little Things are beſt by far, 

Tho, if they're lov'd by you, *tis rare. 


Yet truſt me, Cloris, when I write 
(Altho' your Perſon's out of Sight) 
Your Wit and Judgment ſhocke my Muſe, 
And almoſt rempt her to refuſe 
The Aſſiſtance that ſhe muſt allow, 
Ere I can hope to conquer you, 


Theſe Things premiſed, I now with ſpeed, 
To prove my Principle proceed ; 
A Principle denied by no Man 
That has reſpect to a fine Woman! 
For is it not both true and clear, 
That when the Sexcs we compare, 
A Cock no more exceeds a Hen 
Than Women leſſer are than Men? 
Now, chloris, this firſt Argument 
Is powerful, as 'tis evident, 
And ſerves to prove the Point in Hand, 
Unleſs againſt your Sex you ſand, 
By owning that as Men are greater, 
We alſo are by far the better. 
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I But next, that little Things are beſt 
\ fiſt me little God of Jeſt) 

plain, becauſe they moſt delight, 

Ind pleaſe with Beauty exquilite. 
ontemplate all the Works of Nature 


nd view the Shapes of ev'ry Creature: 


Ire not the ſmalleſt Things moſt fine, 
| oft perfect, lovely and divine ? 
rempli gratia, Are not Lambs, 


In aged Swine is ne'er ſo Fair 

Js little Pigs her Off- ſpring, are. 

Your Lap Dog does he not excell, 

1 your Eſteem, a Spaniel ! 

mall Inſects pleaſe the curious Eye, 

hen Monſters paſs, un-notic'd by, 

A Work perform'd in narrow Bounds 

g oſt to the Author's Fame redounds, 

The ſmaller Clocks and Watches are, 

They ſhow the greater Art and Care, 

vn Boxes for our Snuff delight 

he more they're for our Pockets fit; 

Ind for the ſame good Reaſon too; 

Book's ne'er loy'd in Folio. 

The ſmalleſt Copy you can get 

F Rocheſter is bulky yet. 

Have I not heard your ſelf complain, 
It almoſt raiſed up the en 


ore gay and pleaſing than their Dames? 


That 
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That Ovid's Engliſh Ars Amandi 

Is very, very much unhandy ? 

Thus I might offer many more 
Examples, never hcard before, 

Were I not horribly afraid 

It would be to my ruin ſaid, 

That, like a jolly Prieſt, I ſtreach 

My Practice from the Truths I preach, 
And ſhow in Fact, by a long Letter, 

I wou'd have pled on your Side better. 


Yet ere I cloſe, allow my Pen 
To draw an Argument from Men. 
The leaſt of them, in every Age, 
Have been moſt witty, learn'd, and ſage } 
The greateſt Souls of high Renown, 
Have lodg'd in Bodies — like my own. 
The Apothecari:s uſe to place 
Fine Spirits in a little Glaſs, 
Can Nature ſhow a leſſer Care? 
Wou'd ſhe ere put her Darling there; 
If little Bodies were not beſt, 
For ſuch a glorious, God-like Gueſt ? 
Philoſophers in ev'ry Nation, 
May prove the Point by Demonſtration. 
But Knowledge and Experience tell 
The Truth more plainly, and as well. 
Great Men have been like Apes and Gnats; 
From Homer down to Pope and Watts, 
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ompar'd with your dull, bulky Sinners, 


Irhat ſerve for nought, but eat their Dinners. 


? 
| 
| 
: 


* 
FL 


ſherever Greatneſs is deny'd, 


The Perſon is with Worth ſupply'd, 


As Beams contracted in a Glaſs 
To Flames convert the larger Rays, 


And now, dear Cloris, I'll conclude, 


But firſt, I'd have it underſtood 
That tho my Muſe, victorious Sings 
Th' Excellency of little Things, 


Yet I ne'er meant they always pleaſe, 
Elſe I ſhou'd win your Heart, with caſe, 


And my dull, bulky Rival Dick 
Himſelf ſhou'd either hang, or ſtick, 


E 


The jolly poor Poet. 


In Imitation of COL 1N's Complaint, 
I. 


Y the Side of a Nobleman's Houſe, 
A jolly poor Poet was laid : 
| Since he ferv'd for no other Uſe, 


To his Patron Verſes he made, 


IT he Footmen and Grooms that ſtood by 


R 


In Frolicks diverted their Time, 
Whilſt the Cook and Butler drew nigh, 


dom And, laughing, repeated his Rhime, 


II, Was 
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IT. 
Was e'er ſich a lucky brave Fellow? 
In very good Humour he cry'd, 
Had I not been a Son of Apollo, 
As ſure as the Creed I had dy'd. 
So ſwect and enticing 1s Verſe, 
J ventur'd my Living for it: 
But his Lordſhip, to whom I rehearſe, 
Affords me good Meat for my Wit. 
III. 
Cou'd I e'er think a great Man, as he, 
Wou'd notice ſo filly a Swain? 
Why became he a Patron to me? 
But tlie Gods all Events ordain —— 
Beſides, his Lordſhip has need 
To be praiſed by Men of the Quill: 
And *tis rare to find out ſuch a Head, 
Obedient as mine to his Will. 


I'V. 
Yea, altho better Bards were alive, 
To publiſh his Merits and Name, 
(As in Britain I'm ſure are not five 
That deſerve more Favour and Fame) 
Yet his Lordſhip, well knowing my Worth, 
Diſtinguiſh'd me out of the Crowd 
To ſhew his rare Qualities forth, 
And proclaim his praiſes aloud, 


V. What ä 
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g v. 
nat tho T were dull as an AG, 
And cou'd not write common good Senſe, 
hilſt I have a Brow made of Braſs 

I'll never want true Eloquence. 

But now, ſince his Wiſdom is pleas'd 

With my Talents, as I with his Meat, 

My Brothers and Criticks confeſs'd, 

Condemn not, I pray ye, my Fate. 


f VI. 
. rather, my Friends, be ſo civil 
As to take the Courſe I have done: 
Cheat, flatter, and lie, like the Devil, 
ä Or I ſwear ye'll be cherid'd by none. 
Set in to ſome Noblemen's Grace: 
4 For who are more wealthy than they ? 
To Money, to Meat, or a Place, 
* Dedications will open a Way. > 


2 VIL 
For me, Im reſolv'd to be merry, 
While my Patron has Beef to beſtow, 

nd a Bottle of good Wine and Cherry, - 
Like theſe which he ſent me juſt now. 
Come, — here to his Health — and my own 
The Muſes were ſeldom ſo ſweet ; 
Ill never aſpire at a Throne, 
| If the Gods continue my Treat. 


«ha VIII. That 
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VIII. Fit 
When Death that cunning old Rogue, ; by 
Creeps over my Pleaſures, for nie, i 
That I was a poor jolly Deg, I 
May ſuffice for my Elegy. f 
When my Soul to the Hades is fled, ; 4 ; 
Ye may kindle your pipes with my Verſe, : 
Make a Football in ſport of my Head, tro 
And a Drum, if ye pleaſe, of my Ar—e, 


3 
E 
TB 

$ 
4 


e LOSER | 
A Trip to Bar-le-duc. . 


A Poets in the Days of Vore ; 5 
Us'd to mount Pegaſus, and ſoar 1 
0 To vond'rous Heights, with mighty Speed, . 
bl Humoring the Fancy of the Steed, = 
Gl Courſing the Earth, the Air, the Skies, 5 
| 1 And higeſt Heav'ns *mong Deities. 1 , 
| No 
| | So ( tho? quite unaccuſtom'd) I il 
0 Muſt one Poetick Journey try: a. 
| N And ſince, lilce other Bards, of Courſe 4h 
wil! I muſt be mounted on a Horſe, _ 
| | I am reſolv'd to ride MAlmanza, $7: 
| | Loyal, and ſwift as any Ganza : * 
: | n a} 


* oA Horſe bred in Scotland, defign'd for the Uſe of the C 
valier de St. George. an 


Fit only for a Monarch's Uſe, 

ach Vein ſwell'd with illuſtrions Juice, 
JT wixt Old Caſtile, and Saxon bred ; 

\ finer Titt was ne'er beſtrid. 
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; ome then, ſweet Nag, and let me take 
This fingle Jaunt upon thy Back; 
Nor Spur, nor Bridle ſhall I uſe, 
tro curb, or gall the free-flown Muſe, 
\ 
1 Now I am fix'd, and on he goes 
zy what Inſtinct, he's wiſe that knows) 
720 4s ſwift as Lightening he flies, 
e's at St. James's in a Trice; 
| tops but a Moment, diſappointed, 
1 ot finding there the L——s Anointed. 
Freight way in Anger, mixt with Grief, 
1 dweeps down Thames-Side to find Relief; 
And ſtriking with his Heels at Dover, 
At one fierce Bound he frees it over 
To Calais Sands, ( ſuch was the Leap, 
I hardly could the Saddle keep) 
- i or ſtays he, having paſs'd the Main, 
{ ill we are ſafe at St. Germain: 

And quickly he ſurveys the Court, 

Where's Maſter's Friends wont to reſort ; 

pur ſeeing thence the Birds were " = 
e ſqueel'd for Rage, but ſtreight was gone: 
And finding that (the Pox and Murrain 
1 Take England ) he was ſtill at Lorrain; 


the C | 
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He ſtrains a-new his finewy Force, 

And thither wings his rapid Courſe : 
Where being come, ſome Time he ſtood, 
Till having ſasck'd the Royal Blood, 

He rear'd his Creſt, and loud did neigh, 
And many a Curvet danc'd for Joy: 
(Who would have thought ſuch Signs the Beaſt, 
Of lively Gladneſs cou'd expreſt) 


Then bending low his Loya! Knee, * 
Confeſt the Royal Progeny. . 
And having thus his Homage paid, Of 
Firſt tow'ring round the Monarch's Head, L 
In chearful Volts, began to raiſe * 
Me to the Sky in Royal Praiſe. * 
r lofty Muſe, and in Heroic fing 15 1 
The wond'rous Youth that ought to be our King | 
That 1s our King; ; for the ſupreme Command ; - 
Is Heaven's Gift, and muſt unalter'd ſtand ; Thc 
And he who do's rejz& a King when giv'n Þo' 


Reſiſts Divine Decree, and combats Heav'n. 
As Mortals, tho' the Gods they diſobey, 
Yet cannot rob them of their Dezty ; 

So Subjects may withhold the Fealty due 
To their true Prince, and to a Stranger bow 
Yet that can not his juſter Claim repeal, | 
He's born a King, his Title ne'er can fail. iu . 
Thus James, tho' abjur'd by each puny Elf, 
Is King of Britain ſtill, within himſelf ; 

While they, poor Caitiffs, only Shift the Name 
Subjc ts, for Rebels, he is ſtill he ſame x 
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And all that's good in Soy'reignty do's find, 

Ehe Right, the Title, and the Laſty Mind : 

hile he the giddy People do create 

4; but King James his Slave, his Drudge of State, 
ho caſes him of all the Care and Pain, 

þ may he ever unmoleſted reign ! 


Show firſt of all, from whence he ſprung my Muſe, 
And, if you can, his Parentage produce, 


As Jupiter deſcending in a Show'r 

[ f Gold, dropt Perſeus in Danae's Tower; 

thoſe who hold Kings to be from above, 

now well that our's was ſtreight from mighty Fove : 

And ſtill 'tis writ, in the Records of Fame, 

h filver Vehicle of Fire he came; 

Ting he bright Machine was by a Nymph convey'd, 
| nd Fitz-diew in the Royal Bed was laid: 

The Queen (without a Throe her Labour done) 

Do's thank the Gods, and bleſs her Heav'n-born Son, 


Some ſay our King, by well laid Bodkin Plot, 
another divine Dada was begot. 
When there's Defign to get a King or God, 
ods, and Religion wond'rous Means will plod,) 
Wh-ther by him or not, the Matter's one, 
Il are agreed he was his Father's Sen; 
nd moſt believe that from a King he came, : 
omplete, as was the * Number of his Name, 
D 2 And 


1e f 


And Seven 7s counted 4 perfect Number 
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And if from Thee, Great James, the Youth did ſ pring, 


From Thee he does all his Perfections bring: 
Such was the pious Sire's exalted Merit, 

His genuin Son could never fail t' inherit 
His Father's Fate, and his religious Spirit, 


Begin my Muſe, and from his Cradle trace, 


Thro' his firſt Steps, the Royal Babe of Grace: 


Bchold him while he yet was on the Teat, 

In pious Travels on his Father wait; 

Think then what Bitain to the Child does owe, 
So careful of its Peace and Treaſure too: 

His Subjects Lives to ſave, and quench the Fire 
Of civil Rage, he kindly did retire. 

To ſave the Publick Charge, he lives Abroad, 
And learns each foreign Law, and foreign God. 
There ſtays he, without National Expence, 
Till he arrives at Vertue, Age, and Senſe. 

Of all the Time, there never paſt a Day 

That did not fit him more for ſovtreign Sway: 
Virtue his Mind, his Body Exerciſe, 

Adorn'd, and all he learnéd except their Vice. 
He ſcemfd provided eviry Way to bring 

To us our Merit from the Heav*nly King. 
Thus furnih'd in all Points, and in his Prime, 
His People now he minds, and thinks it Time, 
On B;/:r:iin to beſtow the maſſy Store 

He had laid up thro' Twenty Ycars before. 
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53 
At laſt he moves, to free them from the Thrall 
Of common Subjects, and to ſhew them all 5 
The King-craſt, and Religion of the Gaul: 

To take upon him the Affairs of State, 

And eaſe great ANNA, ſunk beneath the Weight; 
For all the various Turns of Peace, or War, Q 
And each important Exigence prepare, 

As fits a King without his Subjects Care : g 
To Anſwer all the different Events, 

Without the tedious Form of Parliaments : 

To rule ſo like a Monarch, that his Sway 

Should teach but this one Leſſon, To obey, 


But here, my Muſe a lovely Scene diſplays ; 


! O! may! ſing it in becoming Lays ! 


Could I work up the Piece with Colours quaint, 
And all the Glories of the Voyage paint, 

I'd fing the Worthies who with him reſort, 
Not to direct his Reign, but grace his Court: 
And next deſcribe the Royal Fleet, each Sail 
Swoln with the Bliſs of a propitious Gale; 
Swe him, ye Winds, ſave from the fatal Coaſt 

here, of his Race, ſo many have becn Lt, 

Proud of the Mighty Truſt, his Subject Sea 
Should round his Bark in ſmiling Circles play, 
Then on the Lanks of his own native Feth, 
And long the Coaſts of A!bion's frozen North, 
Id view the King ſurveying all the Land, 


And ſhow the Father of his Country ſtand 
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In kind Suſpence, whether he ſhould exert 
Some whlolſome Rigour, and his Right aſſert; 
Mercy and Juſtice long Mould ſtrive, at laſt 
Mercy from Juſtice ſhon*d the Thunder wreſt: 
I' avert th' Effuſion of the Brir:ſh Blood, 

Mercy and James command all Sail to croud ; 
Nor did he, tho' the Rebels him bely, 

To ſave his Bacon, but his Subjects fly, 

A glorious Conqueſt o'er himſelf he makes, 
And his high Mind, with Eaſe, Three Crowns forſalces, 
While other paultry Monarchs Hearts would break 
To loſe a Game where ſo much was at Stake. 
To Dunbirk ſtreight he cuts his liquid Way; 
Great Lewis welcomes him in Tears of Joy. 

And now he's ſafe, O may be nee again 

Exp:ſe his ſacred. Perſon on the Main ! 

By all the Gull: Court he is careſs'd, 

And ia his Mother's fond Embraces bleſs'd. 


Yet but one Winter could he taſte the Joy, 
A nobler Heat do's warm the Royal Boy; 
He hear'd the Trumpet's Clangor from afar, 
And ratling Drum, with all the Din of War 
That Heroes do's with the brave Rage inſpire, 
His vouthful Blood boils with the noble Fire, 
The ſoft and luſhious Court no more can pleaſe, 
His lofey Mind ſcorns the ignoble Eaſt ; 
He fiercely long'd to reign the neighing Steed, 
And in hot Battle prove adyent'rous Deed ; 
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ro exerciſe himſelf in hardy Arms, 
And ruſh with glorious Speed to Wars Alarms; 
To win freſh Lawrels in the duſty Field, 
And there, at once, the Sword, and Sceprer weild. 
4 
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To Mor, with eager Steps, he haſtes away, 
And waits impatient the fatal Day: 

| At laſt the great Deciſive Hour does come 

When the Shril Trumpet's Voice, and rouſing Drum, 
And Cannon's Thunder give the Alarm, he quakes. 
es, pe greatneſs of his Sou! bis Body ſhates : 

superior Courage glow'd within his Breaſt, 

In all his Actions ſtood the King confeſt : 

Fierce as a Storm, he plunges thro' the War, 
Where throngeſt Death, and wild Deſtruction are. 
© Shield him St. George! 0 let no impious Arm 

Puch Gs Anointed, ſave thy Knight: {im Harm 
The Gallic Chiefs charm'd and amazed ſtood, 

To ſee the Hero's Valour in the Wood; 

Where e'er he goes he ſcatters humane Fate, 

And certain Death on every Look do's wait; 

For no Plebeian there his Sword did feel, 

Nor Blood ignoble ſtain'd the Royal Steel ; 

That, for the BRUNSW1ck-Youth he kept prepar'd, 

| Whom Coward Fates in Clouds of Smoak did guard, 


- 


1 Far from its deadly Reach at Oudenard, 
All round him ly whole Squadrons of the Slain, 


Before him fall the German, Dutch, and Dune. 
Ye Gods forbid the Hurricane to laſt, 
And inter poſe to ſtop the furious Waſte ; 
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*Tis done. for ſtreight the Britiſh Troops advance, 
To ſave th' Allies, and change the Fate of Fance; 
The Blitiſ Troops quench the ſtern Hero's Fire, | 
He cannot ſee his Sons and keep his Ire; 'In 


But conquered ſtill by a more generous Flame, 
Reluctant from the bloody Field he came. 


At laſt admitting kindly thoughts of Grace, 8 
He by his Siſter's Means gives Europe Peace; () 
And for rhe Eaſe of all the ambient States, pris 
In his great Goodneſs to Lorain retreats, A 
Where calm, and undiſturbed, he might find gat 
The tranquil Bleſſings of a Peaceful Mind. V 

There may the circling Hours around his Head Wh 
Divine like Eaſe, and ſweeteſt lufluence ſhed, 1 
Let each Return of the revoiving Day f 
Crown him with freſh Delights, and ſee him gay; | 
While Bacchus, Morpheus, and fair Venus join 6 | 
To ble6 his Nights with Sleep, and Love, and Wine, il | 
May no new Hopes, or Fears his Peace moleſt, 7 
But he may ever there ſecurely reſt. tr) 
While theſe: deſerted Iſles in ev'ry Thing, F 
Find Curſes like the Loſs of ſuch a King; p. 
And their lov'd Liberty and Property afford [4 


No greater Bleffings thin their preſent Lord, 
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| Horace's Ode IX. Book III. 
|  nitared to the Tune of Colin's Complaint, 


By Mr. James ARBUCKLE, 


| 5 * Evening the lovlieſt Pair 
That ever frequcnted the Plain, 
Fright dia, th' all conquering Fair, 
And Damon, the beautiful Swain, 
gat down in a Jeſſamin Grove, 
Where a murmuring Rivolet ſtray'd, 
| When Damon, to kindle old Love, 
Thus ſoftly reproached the Maid. 


D—＋ MON. 


c d Lydia, Whilſt T was that He 

| That only was bleſt with your Charms, 
And you ne'er a Shepherd but me 
Claſp'd in that ſoft Circle, your Arms ; 

Then thy Damon all cheerful did fing, 
And his Happineſs yielding to none, 

Þ:cipis'd all the Pomp of a King, 

And lighted a glitt'ring Throne. 


ine. 


Falſe Dimon, the Virgin reply'd, 

Whilſt you true and conſtant di! prove, 
Conſuming whole Days by my Side 

| In ſighing and talking of Love. 


ces 
Whilſt 
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Whilſt Phillis's Beauty did yield 
To mine in your delicate Eye ; | 
Then I was the Pride of the Field; "F 
No Queen was ſo happy as I. Th 


8 3 


Ah ! name not that beautiful Dame, 


She hath perfectly raviſh'd my Heart, | His 
Her Charms ſet me all in a Flame, | 7 
Which ſhe fans with her Muſical Art. | La 
For one Touch of that pow'rful Breath, 2 
Wounds a Heart, as 1t pierces an Ear ; I. 
For her I wou'd freely meet Death, [3 
Wou'd the Pow'rs my Godeſs but ſpare. is 
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Aexis the bloomingeſt Youth, 

That treads on the flowery Plains, 
With innocent Arts and pure Faith 
My Heart not unwilling detains. 
Still burning with mutual Defire, 
Unbroken Delights we enjoy, 

Far oftner than once I'd expire 
| To fave the adoreable Boy. 


D A M 0 N. 


But now if my Heart ſhou'd return 
To the Duty it owes thee again, 
Leave Phillis to ſorrow and mourn, 
A Conqueſt ſhe could not maintain : 
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fhumbly thy Pardon he'll crave, 
nd ſigh when he thinks on the Time 
lighted thy Love, wilt thou Leave 

Thy Dimon to die for his Crime? 

| £7 8-1 ub 

I no! tho? Alexis the Fair, 

His Charms, like a Planet diſplays, 

ud thou art mconſtant as Air 

And wrathful as bellowing Seas; 

& with thce a long Series of Years, 

Like a Minute of Joy I'd conſume, 

: , at Death not lament thee with Tears, 

But lay my ſelf down in thy Tomb. 


bis faid, ſhe lay down in his Arms, 

And all in an Extacy lay; 

ben ſurrender'd a Treaſure of Charms, 
While ſe bluſt'd like the Goddeſs of May. 
de Birds from the Branches above 

keheld, and purſu'd the like Bleſs, 

h Melody fill'd the whole Grove, 

} ad chatt'red at cyry Kiſs, 

: 


Horace's 
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Horace's Ode XXII. Book I, 


By the ſame Hand. 


H E Man, that no Indulgence gives 
To Vice, but up to Nature lives, 
Safe in his happy Innocence, 
Nought elſe requires for his Defence, 
No Bow, no Quiver needs he wear, 
Envenom'd Dart, nor painted Spear, 


Thro' barren Waſtes, and barb'rous Lands, 
The Scythian Snows, and Lyli.m Sands, 
Where Ganges, where Hydaſpes flows, 
Undaunted and ſerene he gocs, 

With none of all thoſe Fears poſſeſt 
That crowd into thc guilty Breaſt, 
Us 


For late, as in the Sabine Grove, 
Releas'd from every Care but Love, 
Thoughtleſs, I ſaunter'd on my Way, 
Till in the Wilds I went aſtray, 

A griſly Wolf, with hungry Eye, 


Met me unarm'd, and yet paſs'd by, 
; | ( 
No Creature of more dreadful Size, 
Where Daunio's ample Forreſts riſe, 
Lurks in the dreary Shade by Day, On 
B 


Or ſallies out at Night for Prey, 
None ſuch ſo wild and fierce as he An 
Did &'er Numidian Deſarts ſee, 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &. Ex 


Place me in that abandon'd Soil 
Where Nature ne'er vouchaf'd a Smile, 
No vernal Breezes fan the Air, 

But all is naked, wild and bare; 

And ſable Clouds, and chilling Froſt 
Sit brooding on the gloomy Coaſt, 


Or, place me in the pathleſs Plain, 
Whence Heaven withholds its ſoftning Rain; 
Beneath, where in his Chariot whcel'd, 

The fervid Sun burns up the Bield: 
vet ſtik [Il Love, and Fate beguile, 
Preferv'd alive by choe's Smile. 


c 43 4 4 NH OWN 2 
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A Song by a young Lady. 


I. 
0 tempt me not with flatt'ring Snares, 
| Ye Swains, to proſtitute my Charms: 
Nor think to catch me unawares, 
Or fright me to your open Arms, 


11. 

Our fimple Sex is ofc undone 

By your Intrigues and fly Deceit : 
And thoſe who eaſieſt have been won, 
Are moſt expos'd to Scorn and Hate, 


III The 
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III. 
The more à Jewel is conceal'd, 
The more it uſes to be prized; 
But when to vulgar Eyes reveal d, 
It grows too cheap, and is deſpisd. 


IV. 
No Pleaſure is by far fo ſweer 
As that which follows mighty Pain : 
To Travers tir'd, a happy Seat 
Recruits their wearied Strength again, 


V. 

My Love will yield the more Delight, 
And I the more admir'd will be, 
That Honour now is guarded Right, 

And Men are proud to bow their Knee. 


VI 
Had Danae, Coquettiſh, been 
Expos'd to common Lover's Power, 
Great JOVE, on wanton Projects keen, 
Had nefcr deſcended in a Shower. 


PIE IEICE NA MA NA N N 365 
Theſe Seven following by Montroſe. 


Y dear and only Love, I pray 
This noble World of thee, 
Be govern'd by no other Sway 
But pureſt Monarchie. 
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or if Confuſion have a part, 
Which vertuous Souls abhore, 
ind hold a Synod in thy Heart, 
I'll never love thee more. 


ike «Alexander I will reign, 
; And I will reign alone, 

My Thoughts ſhall ever more diſdain 
| A Rival on my Throne. 
Tie either fears his Fate too much, 
Or his Deſerts are ſmall, 
C hat puts 1t not unto the Touch, 
To win or loſe it all. 


Pat 1 muſt rule and Govern Kill, 
And always give the Law, 
nd have each Subject at my Will, 
And all to ſtand in Awe. 
ut gainſt my Battery, if I find ( 
Thou ſhun'ſt the Prize ſo ſore, ; 
As that thou ſer me up a Blind, 
I'll never love the more. 


br in the Empire of thy Heart, 
here I Mould ſolely be, 
Nnother do pretend a part, 
. 1 And dares to vie with me; 
Pr if Committees thou erect, 
And goeſt on ſuch a Score, 
Fil ſing and laugh at thy Neglect, 
And never love the more. 
For Bur 


*. 


2 


K 
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But if thou wilt be conſtant then, 
And faithful of thy Word, 

III make thee glorious by my Pen, 
And famous by my Sword, 

I'll ferve thee in ſuch noble Ways, 
Was never heard before : 

I'll crown and deck thee all with Bays, 

And love thee evermore 


The Second Part. 


M* dear and only Love take heed, 
Leſt thou thy ſelf expoſe, 
And let all longing Lovers feed a 
Upon ſuch Looks as thoſe. 
A Marble Wall then build about, 
eſet without a Door; 
But if thou let thy Heart fly out, 
I'll never love thee more. 


Let not their Oaths, like Vollies ſor, 
Malc any Breach at all; 

Nor ſmoothneſs of their Language plot 
Which Way to ſcalc the Wall ; 

Nor Balls of Wild-fire Love conſume 
The Shrine which I adore : 

For if ſuch Smoak about thee fume, 


I'll never love thee more. 

T think thy Virtues be roo ſtrong 

| To ſuffer by Surpriſe : , 

Which victual'd by my Love ſo long, 
The Siege at length muſt riſe, 


Ant 
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And leave thee ruled in that Health 
And State thou was before : 
But if thou turn a common-Wealth, 
Il never love thee more. , 


But if by Fraud, or by Conſent, | 
Thy Heart to Ruin come, b 
ell ſound no Trumpet as I wont, | 

Nor march by Tuck of Drum : 


But hold my Arms, like Enſigns, up 
Thy Falſhood to deplore, 


And bitterly will ſign and weep, 
And never love thce more. 


Url do with thee as No did, 
When Rome was ſet on fire; 

dot only all Relief forbid, 

But to a Hill retire; 

And ſcorn to ſhed a Tear to fee 
Thy Spirit grown ſo poor : 

But ſmiling, fing until I die, 

I'll never love thee more. 


E et for the Love I bare thee once, 
} Leſt that thy Name ſhould die, 
: \ Monument of Marble-ſtone 
The Truth fhall teſtifie; 
rhat every Pilgrim paſſing by, 
May pity and deplore 
My Caſe, and read the Reaſon why 
I can love thee no more. 
E The 


And 
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The golden Laws of Love fhall be 
Upon this Pillar hung, 
A ſimple Heart, a fingle Eye, 
A true and conſtant Tongue. 
Let no Man for more Love pretend 
Than he has Hearts in ſtore : 
True Love begun ſhall never end; 
Love one and loye no more. 


Then fhall thy Heart be ſet by mine, 
Bur in far different Caſe : 

For mine was truc, ſo was not thine, 
But lookt like Janus Face. 

For as the Waves with every Wind, 
So ſails thou every Shore, 

And leaves my conſtant Heart behind, 
How can I love thee more? 


The miſty Mountains, ſmoaking Lakes, 
The Rocks reſounding Echo; 
The whiſtling Wind that Murmur malte. 
Shall with me ſing Hey ho. 
The toſſing Scas, the tumbling Boats, 
Tears dropping from each Shore, 
Shall tune with me their Turtle Notes, 
| I'll never love thee more. 


* 


a — — 


As doth the Turtle chaſte and true CF 
Her Fellow's Death regret, . 

And daily mourns for his Adieu, 4 
And ne'er renews her Mate; 


AI PPP 
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80 though thy Faith was never faſt, 
Which grieves me wond'rous fore, 
10 Yet I fall live in Love fo chaſt, f 
That I mall love no more. | 


£ And when all Gallants tides about | 
; Theſe Monuments to view, | 
5 Whereon is written in and out, 

ö Thou traitcrous and untrue; 
Then in a Paſſion they all pauſe, 
And thus ſay, fi ighing fore, 
Alas! he had too juſt a Cauſe 

N Never to love thee more, 


And when that tracing Goddeſs Fame 
f From Eaſt to Weſt ſhall flee, 

She ſhall record it to thy Shame, 
How thou haſt loved me; 


3 

And how in Odds our tow was ſuch, . 
* few has been before; 

| 


hou loved too many, and I too much, 
That I can love no more. 


II. 


Here's nothing in the World can prove 
So true and real Pleaſure, 
4 perfect Sy mpathy in Love, 
Which is a real Treaſure. 


E 2 TI 
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The pureſt Strain of perfect Love 
In Vertue's Dye and Seaſon, 

Is that whoſe Influence doth move, 
And doth convince our Reaſon. 


Deſigns attend, Defires give place, 
Hopes had no more availeth; 

The Cauſe remov'd the Effect doth ceaſe, 
Flames not maintain'd ſoon faileth. 


The Conqueſt then of richeſt Hearts, 
We'll lodg'd and trim'd by Nature, 

Is that which true Content imparts, 
Where Worth is join'd with Feature, 


Fill'd with ſweet Hope then muſt I Mill 
Love what's to be admired ; 

When frowning Aſpects croſs the Will, 
Deſires are more endeared. 


Unhappy then unhappy I, 
To joy in tragick Pleaſure, 

And in ſo dear and deſperate Way 
T'abound yet have no Treaſure, 


Vet will IJ not of Fate deſpair, 
Time oft in End relieveth, y 
But hopes my Star will change her Air, 


And joy where now ſhe grieveth. 


—__— * k 
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III. 


[hare is the Man 
In whoſe Breaſt is confin'd 
The Sorrows and Diſtreſſes all 5 
Of an afflicted Mind, 


The Extremity is great, 
He dies if he conceal, 


The World's ſo yoid of ſecret Friends, 
Betray'd if he reveal. 


Then break afflicted Hearts, 
And live not in theſe Days, 

When all prove Merchants of their Faith, 
None truſts what other ſays, 


For when the Sun doth ſhine, 
Then Shadows do appear ; 

But when the Sun doth hide his Face, 
They, with the Sun retire, 


Some Friends as Shadows are, 
And Fortune as the Sun ; 


They never proffer any Help 
Till Fortune-fxſt begin. 


Zut if in any Caſe 
Fortune ſhall firſt decay, 

Then they as Shadows of the Sun 
With Fortune run away. 


"PE 7 IV, 
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1 V. 


8 our my Soul in Main of Tears, 
And thou my Heart Sighs Tempeſt move, 
My Tongue let never Plaints forbear, 
But murmure ſtill my croſſed Love; 
Combine together all in one, 
And thunder forth my tragick Moan. 


But, tuſh, poor Prop, cut Breath, broke Ar, 
Can you my Paſſions expreſs? 
No: rather but augment my Care, 
In making them appear the leſs. 
Seeing but from ſmall Woes Words do come, 
And great oncs they ſing always dumb. 


My ſwelling Griefs then bend your ſelf 2 [ 
This fatal Breaſt of mine to fill, 4 A 
The Center where all Sorrows dwell, 4 B 
The Limbeck where all Griefs diſtil, A 
That ſilent thus in Plaints I may a 1 
Conſume and melt my ſelf away. N A 


Yet that I may contented die, : 

T only wiſh, before my Death, 5 

Tranſparent that my Breaſt may be, 0 

Eer that I do expire my Breath; 3 
Since Sighs, Tears, Plaints, expreſs no Smart, 
It might be ſeen into my Heart. 
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V. 


F AN little Beaſts with Lions roar, 
; And little Birds with Eagles ſoar ; 


Can ſhallow Streams command the Seas, 
And little Aunts the humming Bees ? 


4 No, no, no, no, it is not meet, 
The Head ſhould ſtoop unto the Feet, 


VI. 
: EPITAPH on Ring CHARLES I. 


Reat, Good and Juſt, could I but rate 

| My Grief to Thy too rigid Fate! 

ld weep the World in ſuch a Strain, 

As it would once deluge again: 

But ſince Thy loud-tongu'd Blood demands Supplies, 
3 More from B2areus Hands, than Argus Eyes, 

ll tune Thy Elegies to Trumpet-ſounds, 

And write Thy Epitaph in Blood and Wounds ! 


VII. 


On Himſelf, upon hearing what was his Sentence, 


ä IL ET them beſtow on ev ry Airth a Limb; 
Open all my Veins, that I may ſwim 
o thee my Saviour, in that Crimſon Lale; 
hen place my purboil'd Head upon a Stake ; 
Scatter 


- 
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Scatter my Aſhes, throw them in the Air: 6 * 
Lord (ſince Thou know'ſt where all theſe Atoms «| Y 


I'm hopeful, once Thou'lt recollect my Duſt, "FD, 
And confident Thou'lt raiſe me with the Juſt. : T 
82822 222287544 ee 

V 


LuUcCiFER 8 SPEECH, js 
Out of the Eight Book of Taſſo's Fernſalc:: : 
In Imitation of Milton's Stile. : 1 


* 


UT whilſt the Chriſtian Army labaur'd hard, +: 


And by his Malice, rouze the thund'ring Arm 
That, uncontroul'd, from the Etherial Sky 
Hurl'd him, and his Collegiate Fiends before, 


With utmoſt Force, to gain their glorious End N © 
Man's pow'rful Foe, to work Deſtruction skill'd, 1 5 
Mus'd horrible upon their bleſt Attempts, 0 
His baleful Eyes with burning Envy rowl'd, 1 5 
While Groans and Murmurs ſpoke his inward Pain, -4 p 
As ſavage Bulls, by Grief enrag'd, zin Fury Ic 
Range ev'ry Field; and hoarſe with mighty Roar, 0 
In hollow Thunder bellow forth their Spirits: I v 
So he, with helliſh Vengance fluſh'd, contrives 4 G 
Fit Means to baffle what they nndertake, SV 
Fool! to imagine he could bring to nought 14 
The Schemes and Methods influenc'd by Heav'ia; 4 

18 
I 
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With hideous Ruin, hcadlong to the Lake. 
is ar: | Yet now, unmindtal of that ancient Fall, 
Again he ſummons the infernal States. 
Thro' all the dark unfathomable Pit 
The frightful Trumpet ſounds. The horrid Caves 
2 Regions of Sorrow, tremble at the Noiſe: 
Whilſt all the Air, with Melancholly preſs'd, 
erm the hollow, hideous Strain around. 
) 1 Not half ſo dreadful roar the noiſy Thunders 
alen From claſhing Clouds: Nor Vaponrs, long impriſon'd 
In ſubteranean Caves, burſt forth more fearful. 
| The gloomy Rulers of the vaſt Abyſs 
In Troops aſſemble, with unnumer'd Forms. 
ard, | Fach Shape was monſtrous, dreadful to behold. 
En some, crown'd with ſnaky Treſſes, rear'd their Heads; 
d, some beat the Ground with Hoofs of Horſ: and Cattle : 
Others with humane Countenance appear'd, 
But join'd to winding Serpents all below. 
Pain, Baſe Harpeys there to the Convention throng'd. 
4 Cntavs and Sphinx's, with a Myriad more 
Dar, FE Of ghoſtly Forms to be rehears'd by none, 
With wild Confuſion crowd the ſpatious Hall. 
! G-eat Lucifer, on the infernal Throne, 
| With ruſty Scepter govern'd all the Crew. 
Ihe Alpine Hill, or th' Atalantick Mount 
That tire the Sight, and lift the Eyes to Heav'n, 


9 Lad 


ö * 


4 Scarce ſeem more bulky midſt inferior Rocks, 
Than he with Shape prodigious, fits exalted 


Amidſt 


EY 
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Amidſt the huge Inhabitants of Hell. "1 
Stern Majeſty his Countenance o'erſpreads, Fic 
Which Terror, Pride, and inward Envy ſwell, 7 
His flaming Eyes, like dreadful Comets, glare. 1 
A Horrid Beard curl'd o'er his mighty Breaſt ; * 
And like a noiſome Gulph his Mouth ae » 
Whence Sulpure, Flames, and Floods of Poiſon roſe, þ His 
He ſpoke like Thunder which aſtonifl'd Hell, * 
And order'd Silence thro? the gloomy Bands, * 
Huge Cerberus was mute, Cocytus ſtop'd, Ft 


The Snakes were huſh, and all with Rev'rence heard 4 
His dreadful Words, that thus expreſs'd his Mind, | 4 


75 

Frinces of Hell, and my coll gi ate Porr ys . 
Who durſt defy th? Omnipotent to Arms, 15 
gen for your Rights, the ſplendid Thrones of H:ay'n, ÞF 


With me ye ſought, and were inglorious, bul'd 
To this dark, filthy, and opprobrious Scene, 
Together here in everlaſting Night 

We're doom'd to dwell, diſpairing to regain 
Our. Native Clime , whilſt the Almighty rules 
Alone, ſecure, and undiſturb'd above, 

here we with the confirm'd cogenial Minds 
Once ſhar'd the Bliſs of unveclouded Day. 


Vaſt is our Woe, nhich yet I wou'd contemn, 0 - 
If one eurſt Th»ught did not corrode my Soul, . 


I cou'd for ever forfeit Joys in Heav'n, 
And part with all the Pleaſure J &er felt: 
But Torment, Anguiſh, and Diſdain poJeſs 


— —=. 
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i be whole of me, when I ſurvey my Seat 

3:12 with Mankind: A poor, degenerate Rice 

T » ſee vile Duſt exalted to our Torones, 

And Worms made Kings, And what diſtracts ms more, 
7 iſ our dreadful Enemy efteem'd 

Fo he had done too ſma'il jor mortal Man, 

Wis darling Son ts Death he gave to free 

Je rain'd Rebels from deſerved Wrath 

Md pay the Debt contracted by their Fall, 

2 % vittorzous o'er the King of Terrors, 


roſe. 


1eard . State he enters my infernal Realm, 
nd, nd ſpreads kis ſhining Bunners with Diſdain. 
| : V bole Troops of Souls, whom we had Captive led, 
V bears Triumphant from our gloomy Priſon, 
And, what doth aggravate my mighty Woe, 
5. carries on the ancient War, aud ſeeks 
To pour new Vengeance on our damned Heads, 
* hilſt we ignobly here our Time conſume, 
Hl Aſia yields to hit prevailing Arms, 
2! falſe Judea owns 51 po / ſul Sm. ey. 
ſunni's echo to His mighty Name, 
nd ev'ry Language fings his martial Deeds, 
n the wid: World conveys bs Glac) round 
1 ſcrebes his Fame, an humble Rev'rence pays, 
0 Srines and I. mples now neglected ſtand: 
Stcrifices ant Perfumes are brought : 
Lambent Eres up 1. Altars blaze, 
Wind non before us, proſtrate ſeck for Aid. 


Ev 1 
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Ev'n Hell grows thin, the Roads leſs frequent ſeem, 
And humane Sls ſupply the vacant Thrones 

Of Heuv'nly Space. And can we be ſecure 2 

Do 0 Remains of ancient Fire prlſeſs 

Tour Spirits? Have ye then forgot the Powꝰy 

By which we bravely ſhook the Eternal's Scat 

And almiſt made Omn'ipntenre to yield? 

Be rouz'd, my cuiſt A ſociates, and excrt 

Th* immortal Vgour of your godlike Minds. 

Your Strength and your Ambition are no leſs 
Than when the Plains of Heav'n beneath you reel'd, 
Why then in Miſchief are ye grown ſo dull? 

Shall proſperous Chriſtians make the World their own 
Whz!ft we Ly paſſive in the Shades of Night ? 
Haſte, and with all your Hlliſh Rage, aJail 
Toe mighty Foes : Uſe all ingenous Arts 
And open Force to conquer whom we fear, 
Let ſome in Councils ſow Diſentions wide, 


1 kk 4, 931 > & kN 20 - * 1 - . 
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Form Parties to confound their own Deſigns, 
Make Jealouſies, and diſcontent to reign 

In every Heart; Temptations wiſely ſuit, 

And ſtill inflame the Paſſimns they indulge : 
Whi!ft others, boldly, trcacl*rous Mins inſpire 
To curſe the Cauſe in which they are embark'd, 
Diſert their Colours, and engage their Fom'r 
And Intereſt io the Kuin of the A. my 

That fghts the Battles of our vengeſul Foe, 
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{ rom a LA PD in Ed inburgli tO her 
LOV ER on his Travels abroad. 


A FRAGM ENT. 


| 
| 
; 


H O” I conſented firſt, and ſtill approve, 


That you, my Friend and promis'd Lord, ſhould 
(rove 


0 In foreign Climes t' accompliſh well your Mind, 
Þy ſtudying Nature, Breeding, and Mankind ; 
Vet ſuch my Temper, ſuch my Weakneſs is, 
blame the Abſence that ſuſpends my Bliſs. 
Reaſon and Intereſt offer ſmall Defence, 
When Love and Humour make a fond Pretence. 
Four Profit, which (if any Thing had weight) 
'ou'd moſt prevail t' endear my preſent State, 
geems inſufficient to divert the Pain 
| 'm doom'd to ſuffer till you come again. 
6 ach Minute ſeems an Hour of dull Delay, 
Nor are you leſs than cruel while you ſtay, 

uſt like a Turtle for her Mate, I mourn, 
N \nd make ten thouſand Vows for your Return. 
ompanions cannot yield me kind Relief 
nd Looks inflame, not moderate, my Grief. 
Mina, late my Wonder and Delight, 


(#2pears a Deſart ſhaded o'er with Night, 


Since 
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Since you, the Sun that round a Luſtre ſpread. 
Have left our Town, its Pleaſures all are flcd. 

To me at leaſt, who can't your Abſence bear 
Our gilded Tow*rs, like gloomy Tombs, appear: 
And dull as Sermons, in a Rake's Eſteem, 

Gay Balls and Conſorts, once my Pleaſure, ſeem. 
No Sweets. no Odvurs now the Garden yields : 

I ſee no Beauty in the ſmiling Fields. 

All Things are nauſeous tv my wyward Mind, 
Whilſt I but fancy vou are turn'd unkind. 

I droop, I languifi when I think how great 

The Diſtanee is betwixt us plac'd by Fate. 

Oft ofer the Seas I caſt my weary Eyes, 

And look the Maps to find where Naples lies: 
And when I read or hear what Beauties Grace, 
And entertain you in that pleaſing Place, 

Jealous that you at laſt unconſtant prove, 

1 ſeem diſtracted in the Maze of Love. 

Like my own Ghoſt, with mourning, I'm b . a 
Loſt are my Charms, and vanift'd is my Bloom. 7 
Devouring Love hath left me nothing now 
Except my Zeal and Conſtarcy to you. 
Yet ſooner ſhall the blazing Flames deſcend 


— 


ä 


1 
Then Syvia's Faith to Srepvon knew an End. v x 
ci 
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PROLOGUE to CATO, 


G 

ES 7 UR Task to Night, ye Sons of Glotta, know, 

&” Is Vertue glorious in Diſtreſs to ſhow. 

No common Woe to View our Author brings, 

Nor moves the Paſſions by their obvious Springs. 

5 is cat o, awful in his Fall he draws, 

; he laſt Supporter of his Country's Cauſe 2 

Rcfolv'd to periſh with the Roman State, 

Ind truſt the Gods with his hereafter Fate; 

Forning the Favours of a publick Foe, 

Or even the Life a Tyrant could beſtow. 

is godlike Image here is brought ro View 

| To rouſe your Minds, not ſoften and ſubdue; 

To warn the B/i:ih Youth from Age to Age 

With love of Freedom, and their native Rage. 

[ich Word the Hero ſpeaks, directs what you 
rand: ſuch Conjunctures ought to ſay and do. 

Je guides the Judgment, while the Breaſt he Warms; 

once convinces, animates and charms. 

Who hears him thunder in his Country's Cauſe, 

4 d feels not in himſelf what Cato was? 
ho hears him his revolting Troops upbraid, 

Wt fhirinks with Horror at their Crimes diſplay d? 
| e bloody Corſe of Marcus when he views, 
Death fo glorious who'd not gladly chooſe ? 

when he counts the Wounds his Boy had gain*d, 
Mo ſheds not all the Tears himſelf reſtraind ? 
RC- Who 


5 


7 


| Spoke in GLAS GOW. May 28th 1719. 


No 
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1 Who can his laſt and dying Struggle ſee, 
The dreadful Cafe to be, or not to be, 


But marks his Steps, and ſoars with him on high, 
Till ſwallow'd up in vaſt Eternity? 


Britons, attend; in Cato's Suff "rings ſhare : 
To weep is Weakneſs; but fris Vertue here. 
Yet weep not ſo as to ſuppreſs the Joy 
Should ev'ry Br:ton's Thoughts to Night employ. 
Long in the Book of Fate. th* auſpicious Sun 
That roſe this unhappy Morn illdſtrious Mone, 
Reſerv'd Heav ns laſt and nobleſt Gift to bring, 
His Country's Father, and His Peoples King; 
Whoſe Birth this Prefage of His Glory bore, 
The followiug Sun did Monarchy reſtore, 
As if ſo long delay'd by prudent Fate, 
Till one ſhould riſe to fix the Bririſh State, 
The glorious Ends of Government fulfil, 
Protect the Vertuous, and reſtrain the III; 
Make Freedom flouriſh, Slaviry be no more, 
And put a Period to oppreſſtve Power. 


Such, Britons, is our Prince; and happy we, 
Who Cato's Vertues join d with Ceſar's ſee. 
Safe in this great Alliance, we diſdain 
A perjurd Faction, and the Power of Spain, 
To be to Freedom, and your Country true, 
Is all, ye Britons, that remains for you, 
For this we Cato repreſent to charm 
Your Souls, „ t native Ardor warm; 


To 
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To rouſe your Paſſions in the generous Cauſe 
of ſacred Rights, and Liberty and Laws. 
If Verſe can charm, or Vertue can endear, 
were can they better try their Pow 'r than here, 
Among an Audience of the Britiſh Youth, 
Reading Life's honeſt Arts, and Rul:s of Truth ? 
To you we ſpeak ; to you theſe Strains belong, 
Who know what Vertne is, and Right, and Wrong. 
Oh! may they fire your Souls, as well as pleaſe, 
And all that's Britiſh in your Boſoms raiſe; 
That when our Foes our Country ſhall invade, 
In Cato's glorious Footſteps all may tread + 
From Thames, and S:vern to the rugged North, 2 


U, 


And Glotta ſend ſucceſſive Fofſar's forth; 
But better Fate attend ſuch early Worth, 


A. 
anna 


EPILOGUE to CA Jo, 


Spoke in GLasGow, May 28th 1719. 


{ ERE wholly freed from Cenſures of the Pir, | 
The Stateſmens Spleen, and Criticks ſullen Wit; 

; adres, if you are pleas'd, 'tis all we ask; 

Richly your Approbation crowns our Task. 

N \s your Diverſion was our chief Intent, 

If this is gain'd, we think our Time well ſpent. 

= rom every Corner Britai.s Sons repair; 

mpatient for their Doom from G{zſgow's Fair, 


F From 


To 
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From Glagow's Fair, whoſe Empire all muſt own, 
As well. the foreign Youth, as Natives born, 
Conqueſts to diſtant Places you extend ; 

They find no Stop, nor know they any End. 

We call up all that's B,iton in our Soul; 

But ah the Tyrant Love mocks all Control ! 
Muſt then your Slights {till aggravate our Gricf ? 
Say, charming Fair, if we may hope Relicf? 
Lucia the Struggles of the Paſſion prov'd, 

And ev'n the vertuous Murcia own'd ſhe lov'd. 
Nor did they triumph in a ſingle Life; 

Each vows at Leiſure to be made a Wife. 

Ladies, you have not their Excuſe to plead ; 

We have no conquering pow rful Foe to dread. 
Our Gronck holds Euopets Balance in his Hand, 
Studying the Glory of his happy Land. 

Abroad glad Monarchs his wiſe Schemes approve ; 
Each claims a Share in his cxtenfive Love. 

Mean while we Subjects of his generous Care 2 
Ti uncommon Bleſüngs of his Reign thus ſhare ; 
Scorning to bow to any——but the Fair, 0 
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EPILOGUE intended for CAT O. 


OW we may ſpeal,, fince rugged cato's gone, 
A Woman may have Leave to tell her own, 
Lucy, and Marky, poor Girles ! were ſo confin'd 


By rigid Rules, they ſcarce durſt ſpeak their Mind. 
I war- 
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— 


i I warrant ye, they thought it was a Crime 
I To think of Husbands in ſo ſad a Time. 
; Poor Creatures! litile did they know or heed | 
* What Comfort's fitting——in a Woman's Need, 
But had they as experienc'd been as we are, 
Without Offence——they*'d been a little freer ; 
At leaſt if the Gallants that ſtrut in Plays 
behav'd, and loy'd like People now-a- days, 
Who walk by Rule, and make Advances {till 
To Women, as they like their Father's Will. 
Now Cto*'s Will could have but little inft ; 
Good Marcia therefore might have taten the Hint, 
Had ſhe fallen into any Hands but Jubes, - 
| The Buſineſs might have met with many Rubs, 
» Well, may I die a Virgin, if I be nt, 
(And if my Heart miſgives me not I ſha'n't) 
Quite ſick to ſee this Roman Way of Wooing ; 
0 do Wonder, truth, their Empire went to Ruine! 
When a young Couple fairly come to treating, 
Ie both mean well, what boots ſo much debating ? 
Oh precious Time! ſhould (if a Woman may 
J ament loſt Time) be ſpent——a better Way; 
And eery ſhe that would not die a Maid, 
Auſt husband Time, when Husbands may be had. 


> Pour Pardon, Ladies, IT offend ; 'tis true 
T came not here to teach, or leſſen you; 

Þur Women oftentimes exceed Commiſſion 
id. iy Errand only was a ſmall Petition; 


War- 


F 2 
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That with you Smiles you'd condeſcend to crown b 
What the young Sparks juſt now gone off have done. 


Theſe are the free-born Britons deareſt Rights oy 
For theſe the Patriot ſpeaks, and Warrior fights. 

Theſe too, the Younkers ordered me to ſay, Bu! 
Will add new Brightneſs to this glorious Day ; 
Since ev'ry Month, when you are pleas'd, is May. He 


A 
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Yet 

CATULLUS de paſſere moritt 
LEsB1z, imitated. * 
Oh 


| Bugs Cupid weep, and V.nw Tears 
Her roſie Cheeks bedew, 


Weep, all that feel Love's pleaſing Cares Oh 
Or e'cr its Anguiſh knew. 


Fo 
The Joy of Lesbia's ſofter Hours, 


The Darling of her Eyes, 
Poor Pug, (and was it juſt ye Pow'rs? ) 
A breathleſs Carcaſe lies. 


So ſweet a Creature——well he knew 
The lovely Nymph he ſerv'd, 

Scarce ever from her Lap withdrew, 
Nor from his Duty ſwery'd. 


Fe 


Fe 


To play his dextrous Fates, 


Expoſe his handſome Shape and Air, 


And all his witty Gaits, 


ut now, oh black and direful Day # 


e Loves, and Graces, mourn ; 
He's gone the dark and lonely Way 
Whence none, alas ! return, 


Oh cruel Death ! we own thy Sway 
O'er Mankind abſolute ; 

Yet could'| thou find no other Prey 
But ſo divine a Brute? 


J, was it juſt, thus to deyour 
An innocent ſo fine ? 

Oh horrid Inſolence of Pow? r, 
And Fact accurſt of thine! 


Oh wretched Pug ! for thy Demiſe 
What Sorrow Lesbia bears? 

For this ſhe weeps, and her fair Eyes 
Stand gloating all in Tears. 


A. 
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Jor her it was his conſtant Care 


| 
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HERMITAGE, 


Sitting upon the Top of 


Mount Alexander. 


L 3-0 b e... © 4 
J. 
ITH this Diverſity of View, 
Oft have I wav'd my anxious Pain; 
When from the Summit I purſue 
The Rock, the River, Wood, or Plain; 
Lakes, Mountains, Meads, Fields fertile far 2 nigh, 
Diver: the cloudy Thought and court the wandring Eye. 


IT. 
Imagine then, thou hl:f.'d Abode, 
E'er while thy Maſter's fond Delight, 
Where he was certain to unload 
His Anguiſh, ſpite of lawleſs Might; 
FOR nk on the Woes our firſt Fore-fathers knew, 
Thruſt out of paradiſe, and ſuch he feels for you. 


III. 
And von my pretty feath'red Quire, 
Who ſang each Morn your chearful Lays, 
*1 * * . . 5 
Who could your Patron's Soul inſpire, 
To join in your Creator's Praiie; 


3 2 J NN 


nigh, 


Eye. 


« 
Il, 


For 
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{For whom will ye rchearſe your heavenly Notes, 
Erect your Gorges, and diſtend your Throats? 


\ 


4 | IV. 
A barb'rous unrelenting Throng, | 
Cuts down your Bow'rs with ev'ry Tree, 
'Revenging your melodious Song, 
Merely becauſe you ſung for me; 
Soon from your native Manſions muſt you fy, 
ze, for your rightful Lord, expell'd as well as J. 


4 
1 


,, 


* 
Alas! that I ſhould ſee an Age, 
Wich bonundlefs Perjury has brought, 


That J muſt leave to noiſy Rage, 

The pcaceful Labours of my Thought; 

What Swain fo void of Sympathy bur grieves, 

To think my ſpotleſs Cell, is made a Den of Thieves? 


V. I. 


The Groves that Raptures to me gave, 


Contemplating the Works above, 


Nuſt harbour now each filthy Slave, 


> Compos'd of the Reverſe of Love; 
My ſollitary pure Receſſes muſt 


Fuffer rebellious Hate, and ſhoiter Luſt, 


VII. 
fr he Letcher on each flowry Brink, 
Will hear his fulſome Doxy fi ing; 
The Traitors too, with Lab'ring think 
How to withſtand their native King; 


$ 


Abomi- 
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Abominations, of ſuch deep Diſgrace, 
As ne'er polluted yet that holy Place. 


VIII. 
The * Thickets of yon ſhady Brow, 
Where wildeſt Creatures freely rang'd, 
No more that Privilege allow, 
So wonderfully Things are chang'd ; 
All muſt pour out their lirtle Lives apace, 


To feaſt the vileſt Sons of humane Race. 1 
IX. V 

Methinks T ſes that harmleſs Croud, : 
Viewing their Murderers around, 7 
In dying Sighs and Groans aloud, 1 


Proclaim the Pain of every Wound; 
Wiſhing him ſafe, who ne'er could ſee them bleed, 
Ey'n to ſubſiſt himſelf, whom they were born to feed. 


X. 1 
And thou my lovely Fountain ſhow, 
For thou could'ſt well inſpire the Swain, 
And make his icy Boſom glow, 
Or cool or quench his raging Pain, 
Tell how the friendly Buſh2s ſtrove t* excell, 
To rear a Shade for ſo divine a Well. 
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| f 
He ſuff-rd no Greature to be kill'd in bis Park of Mount 
Alexander, | 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 89 
f XI.. 
As I revere thy Silver Streams, 
? Thy cooling Rills, thy murmuring Noize, 
Where often with a Health ro James, 
Thou couli'ſt revive our ſcanty Joys; 
Be muddy ſtill, if any Wretch begin 
A Health to Tyrants, or Succeſs to Sin, 


5 


p XII. 

Lo! Argentins lifts his Head 

With Melancholly in his Look 

Whither, O whither art thou fled 

. (He cries) from che beloved Brook ? 

Ty this my God-head, till thy Face return, 
I' pour out A ſulck, or Vil cloſe my Urn. 


bleed, XIII. 
feed. Let e'er we part let's once remind 
Diviner Powers, as heretofore, 
The Worthict Prince of humane Kind, 
5 With all his Faithful to reſtore: 
He quaft; with much ado he drank it up, 
* faſt his guſhing Eyes ſupply'd the Cup. 


XIV. 


Then I! and ftraight the wat'ry Sire 
f Sunk down into the reedy Grouad, 
I. A Adieu, ſaid he. I muſt retire ; 
Then utter' with a broken Sound, 
Since thou'rt, for acting juſtly, thus oppreſt, 


Mount 00 kecp thy Fortitude and nope the beſt. 


XV. 


X V. 
And now the helliſh Bands advance, 


Bent to deſtroy whate'er they meet; 
Lo! while the furious Forſ:-men prance, 


Poor Peaſants gaſp beneath their Feet; 
Yet Cruelty fits ſmiling on their Cheeks, 


Lince there's a Fate that rules below, 


XVIII. 
Retract not, O my Soul! I muſt 


Perform what Deftiny ordains, 
In Providence I put my Truſt, 

Adieu to Woods, to Hills, to Plains, 
Thou Envy of the turbulently Great! 
Farewell my ſweet, my innocent Retreat. 
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From whom there's nothing can be hid, 
That Fate can bear me Witneſs of my Heart 
How I have loy'd this Land, how loth I am to part. 


To hear the Orphan's Crics and Widow's Shreel:s, 


X VI. V 
O Heavens! let me remove as far 
If ever Ship fo far could roll, Th 
To freeze beneath the Northern Star, . 
Or periſh at the other Pole Th 
E'er I behold ſuch an unnatural War, 5 
Chriſtians commit what Pagan, would abhore, E 
. 
What then remains but that I go 
As Argentinus you now bid, Ye: 


T H E 


vel: 5, 


part, 


OY 


— 
* 


E 


Or, a Colection of a Poems, &c. 9L 
2:00 


| HOLY ODE, 


2 By the ſame Hund. 


1 
* HEN I ſurvey this mighty Frame, 
With all its Orb; around, 


Tho' ſtill in Motion, ſtill the ſame 


In Space without a Bound, 


The various S2afons of the Year 


In beauteous Order fall, 


T can't deny a Truth fo clear, 


A God mutt govern all. 
E. 


Let do we find, to the Diſgrace 


Of Miſcreants profane 
crooked, perverſe, Ra, ora Race, 
Who ſcoffingly maintain, 


Nrcauſe they proſper in their Luſt, 


And Vertus's Force defy, 
* . * * . 
ait Heavin approves of th: Unjift, 


Or there's uo God on high. 


111. 
s haughty Man, in Reaſon low, 
Comp ird with the All-wiſe, 
plums he can the Secrets know 
Con ceal'd from humane Eyes. 


Could 
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Could PR: Man che Depths explore, 
The Godhead were but ſmall, Pp 

The . ſovereign Care need be no more, 
And Man might rule the Ball! 


IV. 

But O the providential Spring 

That's paſt all humane Ken, 
Which flows to the minuteſt Thing 

That moves, as well as Men, < 
Permitting or commanding ſtill, 

In each thy Pow'rs expreſt, 
And all perform their Good or III 

As fits thy Glory beſt. 


V. 
Why then ſhould Trial of Mankind, 
Which thou doſt here beſtow, 
Exalt a ſublunary Mind, 
Or yet depreſs it low? 
The Wicked thou permitéſt to reign 
And bloom but for a While, 
The Righteous only hug their Chain 
Till Heav'n think fit ro ſmile. 
| VI. 
O ſacred J—— let not thy Lot, 
Tho? ſeemingly ſevere, . | 
Male thee ſuppoſe thy-Cauſe forgot, 
Thy Croſſes 0 7 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &. 93. 
He who thy Heart has in his Hand, 

Truſt thou his holy Skill, 

He has the People at Command. . - + 

And turns them as he will, 


| VII. 

But thou who ſitt'ſt upon the Throne 
Of — ancient Race, 

Abandoning thy rightful own 

To fill another's Place. 

is a precarious Thing, 

Thy Fate thou do'ſt not ſee, 

They who betray'd their Native K. 

Will neyer ſtick at thee. 


| VIII. 

D eternal Source of Love, 

Extend thy gracious Hand, 

And haſten Juſtice from above 

To this unkappy Land. 

D may our panting Hearts have Peace, 
And Innocence reſtore, 

Then ſhall our Senate act with Grace, 
Offending thee no more. 
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T HE 


POETS Petition for WI N E, 
Addreſs'd to the KING. 


OST Gracious SOv*RE1GN, pleaſe t' excuſe 
The humble Boldneſs of a Muſe, 

A Licence ever was allow'd 

To Poets tolerably good : 

And all Men know *tis pretty hard 

Ev'n for the ableſt skilful Bard, 

To manage Fegaſus aright 

When Spurs provoke his airy Flight: 

So ſtrong and ſprightly is the Beaſt, 

As all his Riders have confeſt, 

That when he's touch'd, he ſcampers mad u, 
And almoſt throws us off the Saddle. 

He keeps no Order nor Decorum, 

But kicks behind, and drives before him, 
Impute it then, Sr, to the Horſe, 

That bears us on his Back by Force, 

Tf we at any Time, uncivil, 

Diſturb your Reſt, and play the Devil: 

And if theſe Lines are not in Seaſon, 

Forgive them for the foreſaid Reaſon. 


When Matters are conſidered duly, 
You'll find it is no Wonder truly, 
"Tho? Poets take a Liberty, 


Whate'er the Conſequences be. — 


2 


Or, @ Collection of + Poder, 604” 


1 he filly Snail when trampled on, 

f It him by who:a the Hurt 'i done 

Roots forth its Horns; yea ev'ry Creature ” 
Enro' all the Kcoflomy of Nature, 

Fiat has the leaſh Degree of | Senſc, 

$:1ds juſtly up in its Defence: 


And often when they are too wealc 
Revenge upon their Foes to make, 
They call th' Aﬀiſtance of a Brother, 
Or join in Friendſhip with another. 
he Caſe was never contraverted ; 
He loyal Subjects, when they ſmarted, 
Hd never ſued for Royal Grace, 
Ad of their Grieyance ſought Redreſs. 
2 
= cannot then be judg'd a Rudeneſs 
That Bards preſume upon your Goodneſs, 
Ind make our humble Supplication 
for greater Mercy in your Nation. 
p whom beſide can we repair 
pd all our. Grievances declare? 
ſho better can redreſs our Wrongs, 
pt:& our Perſons, and our Songs? 
hen Foes to Apollo and Parnaſſus, 
various Ways and Means oppreſs us, 


; fit the KING ſhould know the Matter, 


ore his Subjects Pain be greater. 


is therefore beg'd your Majeſty 
y caſt a favourable by. 


93 
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(When 
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(When State Affairs allow you Time) 
Upon our undigeſted Rhime ; 

And pardon that we write no better, 
Since all our Inſpiration's Water ; 

For ne'er an Age could truly ſhow yer, 
Without good Wine, a ſprightly Poet. 
*Tis Wine that rouzes up the Mind, 
And makes the Fancy more refin'd. 
Not all the Streams of Helicon 

Have made ſuch Bards as Wine has done: 
And where *tis wanting, *tis no Wonder 
Than we make many a woful Blunder, 
To want of it, the ſad Condition 

Is owing ev'n of this Petition, 

For had we been inſpir'd by Wine 

You ſhou'd have bleſt us for each Line. 
Our Verſes had been fraught with Store 
Of Beauties; as in Days of Yore, 
When Bards the good Falernum bows'd, 
And thus their Wit and Genius rowz'd, 


When great Auguſtus grac'd the Throne, 
>Twas not the Streams of Helicon 
And poor imaginary Drink, 
That made our Sires take Pen and Ink, 
With ſprightly Fancies ſoar ſo high 
In lofty Dattyle and Spondee. 
But Wine was the inſpiring Thing ; 
*T'is that which only made them ſing. 


Whene's 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 
wnene'er their Muſe began to flag, 
Grow lazy, or to play the Wag, 


A hearty Bottle put her right, 


1 


Can get a Penny for our Verſe, 


And gave them Warmth enough to write, 


We live in other Days, and ſcarce 


How ſhall we then obtain the Carer, 
Which, all Men know, is curſed dear yet? 
Our Muſe at beſt but plays the Jade, 

And we are forc'd to ſcratch our Head, 
Or tear our Hair, or rub our Hips, 

To prime our Noſe, and bite our Lips, 


To pluck our Ears, and ſpoil our Faces 
With uncouth Looks, and odd Grimmaces, 


zuſt like a Fellow on the Stool, 
Dr like a merry Andrew Fool, 
Dr like a Quake, without Text, 


That's never with Connection vext, 


ut on with ſenſleſs Jargon goes, 
/ntil he comes to Heye we cloſe, 
Ko Wonder then that frequently, 


To make our Senſe and Rhime agree, 
We're ſtraitned much, and often make 


Dne Verſe up for another's Sake. 


Dur good Divines are termed Leachers, 
o get a Crambo fit for Preachers. 


ulges muſt Lovers be of Wenches, 


Dnly becauſe they ſit on —Benches. 


Vhene't 
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Lawyers are Devils call'd and Furies, 


Only for Sake of Corpus Juris, | ; 
Phyficians muſt their Patients kill, I 
Good Reaſou why——it ſounds to Pill. © 
Whene'er we talk of precious Time, | 
The other Verſe will end with ——KRhime. F 
And ſcarce we ſpeak of Pipes or Fidlc, T 
But we'll make up next Line with——Didle. n 
Yca, when we have no more to ſay, Y 
We ofcen Write—— Etcetera, 


But you will ask what Influence 
Has C.uet on our Rhime and Senſe ? 

It rſt our Paſhons moderates, 

And this good Harmony creates. 

Now what is Harmony but chiming ? 
And this is but mechanick rhiming. 
From firſt to laſt it then appears 

That Wine the Parent is of Verſe. 

Tho? this be plain, and we at Random 
Cou'd ſay, 20d erat demonſtrandum, 

Yer ſtill to make it ſeem more true, 
We'll give an Inſtance, Sr, or two. 


Herace's Clio never tired 
When with Falernian Juice inſpired. 
Nor cou'd he well without his Glaſſes 


Deſcribe the Charms of lovely Laſſes. r 
The ſage Buchanan always wrote well 

| | a 
When he had drunk a hearty Bottle. 1 


Or, a Collection of Poems, &c. 99 
His happy hundred and fourth Pſalm, : 
Admir'd by Bards in ey'ry Realm, 

Was the Effect of ſprightly Wine, 

{Which made his Face and Fancy ſhine. 

Few / Engliſhmen there are but know 

What Rocheſter cou'd ſweetly do, 

And how his Pipe refus'd to ſound 

Until he was in Claret drown'd ; 

zut not to trouble more your Head, 

Of the ſame Mettal we're all made. 


Now, we'd be caſy with our Lot 
there was no Wine to be got. 

ut we obſerve it, and with Pain too, 
hat Burgandy and beſt Champagn now, 
Vithout all Mercy ſwallow'd down, 

y every Fop, and Fool in Town. 
/nthinking Blockheads, doting Aſſes 
That never knew or ſaw Farniſſu, 

ave Money, and profuſely quaff, 

ire Muſick, dance, and proudly laugh, 
ut will not ſpend one fingle Pence, 
pon a Bard to learn them Senſe, 


»Twas your Anceſtors Will and Pleaſure 
o make young Lad ies ſtrut at Leiſure, 
chile by an Act they were debarr'd 


Prom Silks above a Crown the Yard, 
athers, *tis true, approv'd the Act, 
ut all the Fair abhor'd the Fact, 
= BY And, 


Hs 
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And, like the freeborn Subjects, ſtrove 
For Liberty—the Friend of Love. 

Yer this would raiſe your gracious Name 
And make the Muſes ſound your Fame, 
If by a ſolemn Proclamation, 

You'll tell our Caſe to all the Nation; 
For ſtrange Diſeaſes need ſtrange Cures, 
Exempli gratia, pocky Whores 

Are only by mercurial Doſes 

Preſery'd alive with ſtanding Noſes.) | 
And order trick, that ev'ry one | 
To whom your Royal Will is known, | 
Shall frankly, and it is but fair, | 
Of each Days 2nota only ſpare | 


—— 


A Bottle for a Poet's Uſe, | 1 
To pour Libations to his Muſe. 3 
Or leaſt the Thing ſhall not ſucceed, g 
Cauſe it moſt firmly be decreed, 
That all your Subjects henceforth buy 


Whate'er is wrote in Poetry. 

By this Mean ſhall a Reformation 

Be ſooneſt wrought thro” all your Nation; 
No more ſhall Blockheads drink all Night 
And yet ſay nothing truly bright. 

Wit ſhall begin to ſpread and ſhine, 
Enforc'd by Poctry and Wine. 

And Poets ſhall no more be poor, 

But have ſufficient proper Store, 


(Without 


It 


— 
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(Without Dependance on another, 

Such as their Patron, Friend, and Brother) 
To furniſh them with Meat and Drink, 
Clothes, and Paper, Pen and Ink. 


Yet if in Spite of this your Goodneſs, 
Our Beaux continue in their Rudeneſs, 
Beſtow on Fidlers, Whores, and Claret, * 
And leave the Poets dry and bare yet, 
We vow by Phebus and the N; Nine, 


* By Helicon, and good Champagne, 


That fir d with true Poetick Heat, 
Their Names and Conduct we'll relate, 
Their Characters to all expoſe, 

As Men confederate with your Foes, 
For ev'ry wretch'd ungenerous Elf, 
That ſcorns your Poets, ſcorns your ſelf, 
Now may it pleaſe your Majeſty 
To hear this joint and ſerious Cry, 
Cauſe Matters be but as we ſay, 
And your Petitioners ſhall pray, &c, 
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Depended on your ploding Head) 


— — — 
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To a very Poring and Speculative 


GENTILEMAN. 


By Mr. Hume. 


SI, K 


HEN I'm long abſent from your Houſe 
You ne'er admit my feign'd Excuſe : 
Now I muſt tell you, in a Letter, 
The Cauſe ſincerely ; and that's better 
Than dull Apologies well dreſs'd, 
Tho” not fo artfully expreſs'd. 


Know then, that always when I come 
I find you fitting on your Bum, 
Or lying on a Couch, ſurrounded 
With Tables, Pens, and Books confounded ; 
Wrapt up in lofty Speculation, 
(As if the Safety of the Nation 


Ot, as you were entranc'd, or dead. 
Tho? two long Hours, and more, I fit 
I never learn a Word of Wit: 

For, ſpeechleſs all the While, you gaze, 
Or pore, or wander in a Maze: 

Still buſied after your old Way, 

In ſpite of all the Things I ſay, 


Lea, 
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Yea, oft I'm forc'd to kick your Shin, 


To make me ſure your Souls within: 


As Strangers when they're at the Door 
Uſe ſtill to knock, or call before 

They enter there, that they may know 
Whether the Folk's at home, or no. 


Now, pray thee, Sir, for what ſhould I 
Be often in your Company ? 
What Profit or Diverſion can 
Your Silence give to any Man? 
In ſhort, ere you ſee me again, 
You muſt be fit to entertain : 
Clear your inveſtigating Skull, 
And purge, from all Whim-Whams, your Soul : 
Of Prejudice diveſt your Mind, 
And be a better Man, and Friend. 


d u NAN AN AL N , N N, e ASLANL AN ANASLASL 
e dee ee 


On a certain dull BEAU at 
tne PLay-HOUsE. 


By the ſame Hand. 


WHEN on the thoughtleſs Thing I caſt mine Eyes. 
What Scorn and Pity in my Mind did riſe? 
At once I look'd upon him with Diſdain, 
And mourn'd that ſuch a Form ſo little ſhou'd contain. 
| | I 
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I thought, before his Character I knew, 

He was a wiſe and well accompliſh'd Beau. 

So grave his Looks, ſo delicate his Air, 6 

Judgment and Breeding ſeem'd to center there. 4 

His outward Shew was pleafing to the Sight, 

And promis'd that his Mind was generous and bright. 


But when I heard the charming Ideot ſpeak, 


So blunt his Language, and his Senſe ſo weak, 
Soon I diſcover'd, thro” his Clay, a Soul 


To Earth ally'd, and, in a Word, a Fool. 
How cou'd I then, with Pleaſure, ſee him plac'd 
So ne'er the Ladies, that the Play-Houſe grac'd ? 


Strange that a Shade ſhou'd for a Subſtance pa, 
That Ladies gaze, with Pleaſure, on an Af! 
Since prudent Sages, fince this World began, | 
Ne'er thought that Gold and Cloth did conſtitute a Man. 
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On Gorp. 


ISERS, ſay, can hoarded Gold 
Keep a Man from growing old? 
Can it Wonders work for Health ? 
Then, like you, PF ll covet Wealth : is 
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If by it I may remain 

secure from Death, Care and Pain. 
But if Treaſures cannot ſave 
Mortals from the gloomy Grave: 
If the Miſery of Life, 

Sorrow, Loſs, Diſtreſs and Strife, 
Can't be brib'd by all our Storc, 
Vain's our mighty Toil for more. 
On my Miſtreſs and my Friend, 
Better 'tis my Wealth to ſpend, 
Than, in conſtant Rack of Mind, 
Hoard up Gold to leave behind. 
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i 7 By the ſame Hand. 
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I. 
i BSERVE, ye Beaus, Belinda walking, 
7 Notice well her graceful Air, 

And if ye can but hear her talking, 
Own, with mc, ſhe's wiſe as fair. 


LI. 
Her outward Charms arc ſuch a "Treaſure; 
All that fee them wiſh t' enjoy: 
But yet her Mind can yield a Pleaſure 
Time and taſting can't deſtroy, 


If III. 


106 The Edinburgh Mi ſcellany: 


ITI. 
All our Youth, allow'd to know her, 
Conquer'd by her Shape and Mien, 
With Emulation, humbly woo her, 
| Proud and happy in their Pain. 


IV. 

| Ev'n thoſe, who more, than outward Features 
| Prize the VFeauties of the Mind, 

By her o'ercome, exchange their Natures, 

| Love triumphs, and Age grows kind. 
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Paraphras d out of BUCHANAN. 


S by Promiſe, being oblig'd to pay 
Me ſuch a Sum, betwixt and ſuch a Day: 
J ask'd him, he refus'd it. I addreſt 
Aulus the Lawyer: He replied, Tis beſt 
To ſue him at the Law, I'll make him Debtor ; 
Your Cauſe is good, there cannot be a better. 
Being thus advis'd, away to Fete I trudge, 
| Pray him, and pay him to beſpeak the Judge. 
4 Engag'd thus far, be't better, be it worſe, 
' I muſt proceed; and thus I do depurſe, 


For 


Poor CLIENT's Complaint. 


4. 
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For writting Summont, ſigning, ſigneting 

With a red Plaiſter and a Paper Ring; 

"For ſummoning the Principal, and then 

For citing Witneſſes to ſay, Amen ; 

For Exccutions (alias Indorſations) 

For Tabling, Calling, with Continuations ; j 
Next for conſulting Aulus and his Man, 

(For he muſt be conſulted now and then) 

For Pleading in the Outter-huuſe and Inner 
From Ten to Twelve, then Aulus goes to Dinner; 
For writing Bills, for read ing them, for Anſwers 
More dubious than thoſe of N:cromancers, 

For Interlocutor c, for little As ; 

For large Decreets, and their as large Extras ; 
For Hornings ; for diſcuſſing of S»ſpc nſions, 

Full ſtuff'd with Lies and frivolous Pretenſions; 
For*Pleaſe your Lordſhips, and ſuch like Petitions ; 
For raiſing and for ſerving Inhibitions ; 

And for compriſinge or Adjudications, 

For their Allowances for Regiſtrations, 

And many, many, many other A7zns, 

Which may be ſum'd up in one Word V-x-:tions 
Then unexpectedly, upon a ſmall 


Defect alledg'd, colin reduces all. 
We to't again, and Aulus doth disjoint 


The Proceſs, and debates ir Point by Point. 
The Cauſe at Length's concluded, but not ended, 
This made me wonder! Aulus he pretended, 
D.c:eets muſt not be given out at Runlum, 
But muſt abide a ſcrious Aviſanlum, 

| Conform 
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Conform to Courſe of Roll; when that will be, 
Indeed I cannot tell, nor yet can he. p ] 


Thus Aulus hath for ten Years Space extended 
The Plea, and further more I have expended 
Vaſt Sums, to wit, for, Waſhing, Lodging, Diet, 
Yet ſeldom did I ſleep or eat in Quiet. 
For Coal, for Candle, Paper, Pen and Ink, 
And ſuch like Things, which truly one would think 
Were infignificant, but yet they're come 
In ten Years Space unto a pretty Sum. 
'To Macers, Turn- kcys, Agents, Catchpales, Petes, 
Servants, Sub-ſervents, petty Foggers, Cheats ; 
For Morning-Drinks, Four-hours, Half-gills at Noon, 
To fit their Stomacks for the Fork and Spoon, 
To which they go; but I poor Man, mean while, 
Slip quietly to th' Earl of Murray's * Iſle. 
We meet again at Two, then to digeſt 
Their Bellyful, they'll have a Gill at leaſt, 
Sometimes a double one; for Brand y- ine 
Can only end the War call'd Inteſtine, 
For Mum, Sack, Claret, White-wine, Purl, Bear, Ale, 
(One he would have it new, another ſtale, 
Both muſt be pleas'd) for Pipes, Tobacco, Snuff, 
Twiſt, Coffee, Tea, and alſo greaſie Stuff 
Call'd Chocolate, Punch, Clarified-Whey, 
With other Drinks, all which I duly pay : 


For } 
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* Old Kirk, 
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1 I'll fun my Debitor and Lawyer too. 


For : 
Aulus; tis he, 'tis he hath me undone, 
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For Rolls, for Nackets, Roundabouts, Sour- Cake, 

For Cheſhire-Cheeſe, freſh Butter, Cookies, Bikes, 

For Panches, Saucers, Sheep-heads, Cheats, Plack-pyes, 
Limb-Lrgs, Limb-Kernels, and Lamb-Privities, 

Skate, Lobſters, Oyſters, Muſſels, Wilks, Neati-Tongues, 
One he for Leeks, Beer, and Red-herring longs, 

This muſt be had, another doth prefer 

Ruurr-herrings Onions, Oy!, Spice, Vinegar ; 1 
Rare Compoſition ! and he's truly ſorry | 

*T1s not in Cuſpeper's Diſpenſatory : 

For Apples, Pears, Plumbs, Cherries, Nuts, Green-Fe.ſe, 
Dilſe, Tazgles, Puiſlain, Turneeps, Radiſhes, 

With Forty other Things, I have forgot, 

And I'm a Villan if I paid them not. 

Me reover my Affairs at Home ſuſtain 

Both the emergent Loſs, and ceſſant Gain; 

Aulus himſelf terms this a double Loſs, 

And I call him and it a triple Croſs. 


By all theſe Means, my Expence does ſurmount 
Near ten times, ten times colin's firſt Account. 
And now ere that I wholly be bereft, 


Of th little Time and Money to me left, 


I'm at the Length reſolved thus to do, 


And after this I never will give Credit 
Unto one Word, if either of them ſaid it. 


You'll ask, Which of the two I'd rather ſhun ? 


I've 
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I've Words from both, yer ſad Experience tells, 
That Colin gives, but Aulus dearly ſells. 


T' unwary Reader thinks, perhaps that 1 
Have pen'd a Satyre gainſt the Faculty: 
*Gainſt thoſe who by their accurate Debates 
Maint. uin our Rights, and ſettle our Eſtates ; 
Who do their very Lungs with Pleading ſpend, 
Vs *gainſt Oppreſſors ſtiffly to defend, 

A groſs Miſtake ! for I'll be ſworn I do 
Admire their Parts and their Profeſſion too: 
I wiſh that Law and Lawyers both may thrive, 
And at the Height of Grandeur ſo arrive, 
Toat in all good Men's Eyes they may appear, 
Like burniſht Gold, both beautiful and clear. 


Thar this may be, (and *tis for this I pray) 
Ruſt muſt be ſcour'd off, Cobwebs ſwept away, 
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THE 


Hawk and NIGHTINGALE, 


By a STUDENT in the Univerſity, in his Fifteen Year. 


7 ee in the pleaſant Month of May, 
When Nature's Face look'd freſh and gay, 
Juſt as Aurora overſpread 

The Eaſtern Hills, with roſy Red ; 
That, on a Thorn, melodiouſly, 
While filyer Streams ran murmuring by, 
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A Nightingale outſtret-h'd her Throat, 
And ſweetly warbled out her Note. s 


Juſt ſo the San, before her Death, 
Sings ſweeteſt, with her lateſt Breath, 


Down from the Mountains hoary Head 
A hungry Hurt deſcends, with Speed, 
And thro' the Buſhes Rlics in Queſt 

Of Veniſon, to breaſt his Faſt. 


Thus the imperial Bird of Jove 
Comes ſooſing down from Clouds above. 


The Nightingale, devoid of Fear, 

Sings on: The Hawk was glad to hear; 
But ſudden marrid the Harmony, 

Aſſoon as he approached nigh. 

For in his Claws, without Reſpite, 

He ſeiz'd the Bird, and wing'd his Flight 
Back to the Craggy Mountains Top, 
Where he reſolv4d to eat it up. 


So Reynard, when he ſteals a Lamb, 
Scowrs to the Den from whence he came, 


The Nightingale, with earneſt Cries, 
Her ſelf unto the Hawk applies, 

And pleads with Arguments, in vain, 
For wonted Liberty again, 

Thy? you ſhau'd take my Life away, 

(She ſaid) and mate my Fleſh 4 Frey, 
What Profit can as all accrue, 

9, real Good, Sir Hawk, to you ? 


— ́ͤ 
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My Body is ſo ſmall you ſee 

A Breakfaſt ſcarcely it æould be, 

Whereas my Liſe would do me good, 

And help to charm the neighbouring Wo:d. 
Beſides, a Thouſand Fow!s you'll find 

Of larger Size, and different Kind, 

Much futer for you, take my Word, 

Than a poor, filly, harmleſs Bird. 


I beg you Pardon, he replies, 
Good Nightingale, I am more wiſe, 
Than looſe a Prey I have in Hand 
For one I cannot yet command : 
You know that Fiſh, however ſmall, 


Is better far than none at all. a | 
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Paſtoral SONG, 


Occaſion'd by the Abſence of his FRIEND. 
By the ſame Hand. | 


| 4 
N the Fronticr of a Mountain 


Circled with a chriſtal Fountain, 
All the long and ling'ring Day, 
From Aurora to returning 
Of the Night, in Sorrow Mourning, 
"9 Sylvius, | 


— 
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Sylvius, lonely, proſtrate lIaypm = 
Becauſe his Heart, 2 2 
His better Part, 
His Strephon was remov'd away. 


| II. 
2 Shew (he ſaid) ye Swains, another 
Such a Friend, or ſuch a Brother, 
* As my lovely Strephon gone ! 2 
| Strephon was a charming Creature, 
| Strephon was the Pride of Nature, 
Who hath left me here to groan, 
And to languiſh, 
Full of Anguiſh, 
* In this doleful Scene alone. ' 


| III. 
88 How I long, and pine with fighing ) 


Nothing can abate my crying 
Till I ſee my Friend again. x 
If he is a faithful Lover, 
His own Caſe will ſoon diſcover 
IEND. } What is my tormenting Pain. 

Haſten homeward, 

Lovely Shepherd, 

Quickly leave the Weſtern Plain. 
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e 


Sent to His 


. 50 


With a HA RE taken by his Houn 
in the Country. 


By the ſame Hand. 


HILE you, dear Strephon, with unwearicd Pain, 
Confin'd within Edina's Walls remain, 
Traverſe the Streets with footy Veils o'erſpread, 
Like Miſts, which cloath the aged Mountains Head ; 
In Search of uſcful Learning, pine away 

With Thought all Night, and Study all the Day; 
In open Air, at Liberty, I rove, 

Range ev'ry Ficld, and pleaſurable Grove, 

Rejoyce in Meadows, Woods, and filver Streams, 
Make rural Paſtimes all my darling Themes; 
Sometimes on River's Brink mine Hours employ, 
And, with my Bait, the Finny Race deſtroy ; 

Or, other Times, o'er ſpacious Fields, purſue, 
With ftately Hounds, the tim'rous Hare in View. 


So t'orher Day, when I, on hunting bent, 
To Ratho Fields, with ſprightly Grey-hounds, went, 
This latent Hare, on ſudden, from her Den, 
Starts up, amaz'd, and frisked o'er the Plain. 
x With 
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With Glance ſevere, the Hounds eſpy the Beaſt : 
But Swallow, that doth till prevent the reſt, 
With haſty Vigour, preſſes on the Prey, 

And runs, with Aim unalter'd, keen to ſlay. 
Her Strength, her Beauty, and her Courage too, 
Outſtrip'd'em all: For none like her can do; 
She ſeldom miſs'd the Game ſhe did purſue. 


The trembling Paß, its outmoſt Force diſplays, 
Skips fleet, and often makes an airy Maze; 
Oft to the Braes, and other Strengths, ſhe bends, 
And all the Spirit of her Limbs extends, 
But yet from Swallow *twas in vain to fly, 
By whoſe ſharp Tusks ſhe was decrced to die. 
For tho? a while the Hound ajlow'd the Sport, 
At Length ſhe ſtretch'd, with an inflam'd Effort, 
Sprung on relentleſs, and purſud ro Death 
Th' unhappy Hare, now weary of its Breath. 


Cou'd I, like Mu o, paint a Subject right, 
No Length of Time ſhou'd Swallow's Fame beniglit: 
In deathleſs Songs, her Vertues ſhou'd be known, 
And my Deſcriptions gain me high Renown: 
I'd ſing her Race, in my exaltcd Strains, 
Whilſt Hes, deſtroy'd by her, reward my grateful Pains, 


But in a Letter to my City Friend, 
A long Detail, I fear, wou'd but offend. 
Vet e'er I cloſe I may preſume to ſay, 


Swallow alone did win the doubtful Prey; 
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That oft ſhe run among our rural Woods 
Swifter than Ships can ſtem the foaming Floods ; 
But never ſhew'd her Vertue more than now 
When ſhe ſecur'd me of this He to you. 


p 
: 
| 


The Gift, tho' ſmall, aſſures you of my Love, 
And tells that Sylvie faithleſs doth not prove. 
Tho? out of Sight, you're never out of Mind. 
Grant, Heaven, that Stephon may be juſt ſo kind, 8 
And not forget his honeſt, Country Friend! 

And when you are relax'd from uſual Toils, 
Come live with me upon the rural Spoils. 

If Health and Life are worthy of your Care, 
Forſake the Town, and take the open Air. 
Viciſſitudes the weary Mind regale, 

But dull Confinement makes a Court a Jail. 
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By the ſame Hand. 


T? thee, dear F riend, who prun'd my flutt'ring Wing, | 
Inſpir'd my Muſe, and taught me how to fing, 
I ſcnd theſe Lines to hail you ſafe return'd 


To Town, where I haye long your Abſence mourn'd.? 
15 | Forgive 
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nourn'd. 
Forgive 
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Forgive the Rudeneſs of a beardleſs Bard, 

And more my Meaning, than my Strains, regard. 
Much have I ſuffer'd by your tedious Stay 

In rural Scenes, in Summer only gay. 

Enough haſt thou delighted in the Plains, 

And try'd the Lays of the Sicilian Swains. 

To Faſtorals bid now a long Farewell, 

And in Edin love, with us, to dwell. 

No more, with Flocks conſume thy fleeting Hours, 
But foar above the Shepherds and their Bow'rs. 
To nobler Heights on lofry Themes ariſe, 

Nor think it Labour that may gain the Prize. 


So mighty Maro, on the Mzntuan Plains, 
Firſt ſweetly carol'd with the rural Swains, 
Than ſoar'd in Epick, and obtain'd the Bays 
So well deſery'd by his immortal Lays. 


hey 


Had I your Genius, , and your Skill, 


(But Strength's not always meaſur'd to our Will.) 


Soon ſhou'd the Muſes in our Ifle revive, 

And at their ancient Character arrive. 
Diverſion, ſhou'd not be my End in Verſe, 

As ah! 'tis yours too much, when you rehcarſe, 
My Country's Good I'd eagerly purſue, 


3 And think my Pains a real Pleaſure too. 
8 Wing, 
to ſing, 


But I am young! my Muſe is in her Spring, 
And only yer her grateful Lines can bring 
To thee, from whom her Inſpiration came, 
To whom ſhe owes her Being, and her Fame. 
| H 3 Fes, 
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Yet, with my Years, my Vigour may increaſe, 
And better Verſe a Genius may confeſs, 
That's fit to write, and able for the Preſs. 

A Youth may grow a well a:compliſh'd Man: 
Yea, ev'ry Port at ſome Time began. 

Clap but my Cheek, it will afford Delight, 1 
And when I err, but ſet me in the right; "4 
Approve at firſt my criminal Eſſays, 

And, with good Words, correct my Infant Lays; 
Perhaps my Bloſſoms may arrive at Fruit, 

And I may write what may your Judgment ſuit. 
Before I di: (if Fates preſerve me long) 

Men may be pleasd with my inipired Song. 
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So tender Hoxends, unable for the Prey, 
Unfit for Game, may grow another Day: 
nen Limbs are ſtrong and nimble for the Sport, 
To iis and Dal:s they'll eagerly reſort, 
With open Mouth, the trembling Hare purſue, 
And give Delight to the beholding Crew. 


5 _— * _ - 
—— 


Or, a Collection of a Poems, &c. 119 
A 
Ss © 10 1 


By the ſame Hand. 


I. 
* E Swains that are courting a Maid, 
Be warn'd and inſtructed by me: 
Tho” ſmall Experience Ive had, 
IH give you good Counſel, and free, 


II. 
The Women are changeable Things, 
And ſeldom a Moment the ſame: 
As Time a Variety brings, 
Their Looks new Humours proclaim. 


LIT, 
But who in his Love wou*'d ſucceed, 
And his Miſtreſs's Favour obtain, 
Muſt mind it, as ſure as his Creed, 
To make Hay while the Sun is ſerene. 


IV. 
There's a Seaſon to conquer the Fair, 
And that's when theyfre merry and gay : 
To catch the Occaſion take Care; 
Wheu ?*ris gone, in vain you'll eſſay. 
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ADDRESS 4 
TO THE 127 
MASTER 8 17 
IN THE IR 
UnivegRsiTyY of Edinburgh. | h 
By the ſame Haud. . 

HIL E other Poets diffrent Patrons chuſe, | 


In ſervile Flat'ry proſtitute their Muſe, 
For vile Rewards with mighty Labour wait 
And court the fickle Friendſhip of the Great, 
J hate ſuch Mercinaries, and defign, 
From this Reproach, to free the Art divine, 
And never Praiſe without Deſert beſtow : 
But who, ATHENIans, merit more than you? 


To yon, the Glory of our Northern Iſle, 
On whom Afar and the Muſes ſmile, 
Who beſt can judge, and only yield the Bays, 
Edin ts Bards ſhon'd conſecrate their Lays: 
Their boaſted Stream from your rich Ocean pours, 
And all the Hciicon they drink is yours. 


True ſacred Learning, that diſpels the Night 
Of Ignoranec, by its refulgent Light, 
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I Exalts our Souls above the vulgar Throng, 
2 Glows in our Words, and animates our Song, 
That adds a plcafing Flavour to Diſcourſe, 
7 Proceeds from you, as Waters from their Source. 
Their Wealth and Fortune others may impart, 
S But they give nobleſt who beſtow an Art: 
The beſt of Arts, that cultivates the Mind, 
] Reforms our Natures, makes our Wit refin'd, 
| h From your full Spring o'cr Albion gently ſtreams, 
And grateful Adis in juſt Requittal claims. 
Apoll;'s Sons, who of your Bounty ſhare, 
By me their juſt Acknowledgments declare, 
As Rivers borrow from the copious Main, 
And grateful glide their Tribute back again, 


Cou'd I in Verſe your wondrous Merits ſhow, 
7 Unbidden ſhou'd my pions Numbers flow. 
| I owe you all I am, and greatly mourn , 
My want of Pow'r to make a juſt Return, 
O may ſome abler Bards, with nobler Flight 
And better Skill, do their great Maſters right! 
Bleſs'd ſhiou'd I be to rouzz our lazy Youth 
Immers'd in Proſe, and fetter'd in their Sloth, 
3 To ply their Work, and, in adventrous Lays, 
Exert rheir Genius, and exalr their Praiſe. 


Fach kind of Laned A!licn doth afford, | 
Bards for the Quill, and Herofs for the Sword. 1 
Tho” Pow'r and Riches fly our flighted Iſle, 


fi 


The Muſes look with a propitious Smile. 
xalts | | dir a 
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Edina yields not to Auguſta yet 

For Learning, Senſe, Integrity and Wit. 

In ſpite of our hereditary Snows, 

Our Winds and Ice a noble Fervour glows 

In Scottiſh Breaſts, which, if improven, vyes 
With Eagliſb Warmth produc'd in clement Skies. 


Succeeding Ages, wond'ring, ſhall behold 
Our Ports famous as our Soldiers bold : 
Each Wit with noble Emulation riſe, 

And trace great Maro o'er the chriſtal Skies ; 


With Ailton ſhake Heav'ns Throne with loud Alarms, 


And ſit th* Almighty Thunderer in Arms. 
Aiready they expreſs a generous Flame, 

And look with Rapture at the Poct's Name. 

IT think I ſee the ſprightly Vouths inſpir'd, 
Their Breaſts with glorious Emulation fir'd ; 
To thoſe rich Gifts which Nature did impart 
They now begin to add the Strokes of Art. 
Harmonious Numbers flow from them with Eaſe 
Which ſeem already qualify'd to plealſc. 

They read the Works cf Maſters who excel, 
And, imitating, hope to do as well. 

May kind Apo, with a fond Delight, 

Indulge his Sons, and animate their Flight! 
And, ye learn'd Sires, to whom our Arts belong, 
Peruſe our Verſes, and protect our Song. 

A Smile from you will more increaſe our Life, 
Inſpire with Courage, and ſuſtain our Strife. 


2 
— 


Ä 


* 
4. 


bl 
> 


85 


Your 


i 4 = al > IRS, X23 5 RESI 


ee, nee 
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A your great Example will affect the Town, 

And force the Crowd to due Compliance ſoon. 
Like you, our Country will reward our Flame, 
And yield the Prize of well deſerved Fame. 
What's done by Perſons of ſuperior Senſe 

On leſſer Minds has pow'rful Influence. 


Thus Royal Paterns ev'ry where prevail: 
The Subjects follow, with obſequious Zeal : 
The ſacred Perſon darts attraciive Rays, 


And Crowds grow loyal, when allow'd to gage. 
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Wine you, in fair A e july greit, 7 
The Father of tie Poets now tranſlate, 

Pd Har aloſt on the Ae nian Wing, | 5 

Dur Britth Bards inſtructin ng how to fing :, FY 2 

Fi to Edin my hard Fate on WA 


ct bids the Eagliſo Muſe ſhine forth in Northern Lines. 
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"Exhauſt, and foreign Languages explore, 
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Speak Goddeſs, ſince *tis thou canſt beſt rehearſe, 

Why are my Country-Men ſuch Foes to Verſe ? 

Why Wit and Genius are in vain pour'd down 

By Heav'n upon this dull devoted Town ? 

Sure, *tis not want of Learning, nor of Senſe, | 

But by ſome fatal Turn of Providence, 1. 

While we the Grecian and the Roman Store | 


We're rich abroad, but Beggars ſtill at home, 
And know all other Tongues, except our own, 


Speak alſo Muſe, why thoſe that were before 
Companions in my Youth, are ſo no more, 


Philatheus, whom almoſt I bluſh to name, | } 
Whoſe boundleſs Luſt ſcarce twenty C—ps cou'd tame, ( 
Lives ſtupidly reſoly'd t' endure the worſt ; . 
God can inflict on Infidels accurſt. | \ 
A ranting Hero, dreams he is a Wit, . 
And proves or dull, or wicked in à Fit: q 
At laſt to meer Ruſticity ſinks down ; | / 
Coxcomb when young, in Years advanc'd a „ 


Cunning Miſander is no more my Friend, 
Whom trifling Arts alone can recommend. 
His Dance, or Song, with an affected Air, 
Inſtead of pleaſing, but diſguſts the Fair. 


Cvilis, who was once ſo promiſing, 
Is grown, a poor, polite, inſipid, Thing. 
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tz, But now, my Muſe, a brighter Scene diſcloſe, 
'# Deſcribe theſe Men whom ſacred Friendſhip choſe 
p To be the ſure Companions of my Life, 
& Devoid of Envy, Ignorance and Strife. 
2 Diſplay their Vertucs, and record their Fame, 
4 Aſſign to each his true peculiar Name: 
Their real, and not feigned Names rehearſe, 
Names not below the Dignity of Verſe. 


Immortal Bd, whom every Grace adorns, 

And every Muſe, thy ſelf a Muſe; nor ſcorns 
Of Reputation to derive a Part, 

From Phebw's Laurel and poetick Art: 

To whom the tuneful Nine here ſo much owe, 
From whom with Eaſe harmonious Numbers flow. 
oh! what reſiſtles Charms your Verſe adorn, 
When the young Archers, fairer than the Morn, 
Wich ſuch uncommon Turns of Thought you paint, 
And, like a Roman Triumph, repreſent, 

Thro' Regions unexplor'd your Flight you wing, 
And teach ev'n Eng/zh Poets how to ſing, 


Clown.) i, the ſculapius of our Iſle, 
On whom Apollo and the Muſes ſmile. 
1 On him the God beſtow*d his healing Art, 
And did divine, and certain Skill impart. 
The Virtues of all Herbs and Plants he knows; 
Their hidden Qualities he wiſely ſhows. 
Fam'd for his Zeal to great Avguſtw's Throne, 
He hates Fretender's Claim to Kingdoms not his own; 
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Next c.. -, for Converſation fit, 

In whom the pleaſing ſocial Vertues meet. 

For Candor and Sincerity reaown'd, 

In this degen'rate Age ſo rarely found. 


c was once my greatcſt, wiſeſt Friend; 
Alas! he was; now only to commend 
Remains ; to raiſe a Monument of Fame, 

And theſe laſt Honours pay unto his Name. 
I with unnumbefed Tears deplore thy Fate, 
Whom Godlike Virtues rendered juſtly great: 


Experience bas thee humane Nature ſhow n; 
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The Powys above he now by Death made known, 
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Sing next, celeſtial Muſe, the beauteous Throng, 
(And may the Graces ſtill attend thy Song) 
But if each Beauty in Elina ſhines, 
Thou mak'ſt the willing Subject of theſe Lines 
Had'ſt thou an hundred Tongues, they'd all be found 1 


1 


Unable their juſt Praiſes to reſound. Tr: 
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In the firſt Rank ſtands Annabel the Fair, 
Whoſe Modeſty, and Wit, and Godlike Air, 
My tender Breaſt with vertuous Paſſion fir'd, 
But what before was lov'd is now admir'd. 


Eliza, in a Flow of Wit and Words, 
To Lovers ſtill Varicty affords. 


Cruel Drania turns to Heav'n her Eyes, 
And from Mchs warm Purſuits devotely flies, 
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gut Heav'n is juſt, and ſurely will beſtow 


F>icrcy on none, but ſach as Mercy ſhow. 


Charming corinna, not intircly chaſt, 


n Birth and Fortune is below the reſt; 

But Humour and Vivacity inſpire 

Whate'r ſhe does, or ſays, and fan the amorous Fire. 
j How beautiful were ſolid Vertue here, 

where Vice it ſelf fo graceful does appear. 


And Youth it ſelf is ſpent in empty Show; 
Unleſs ſome beauteous me our Heart enſnares, 


It muſt be own'd, our Moments tcdions grow, 


» 
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And with unnumber'd Charms beguiles our Cares; 


ares dull Philoſophy can ſcarce remove, 


5 Nor any Thing, except ſucceſsful Love. 
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Pious Ancas, when Hllxa's Slave, 
No longer does his fated Kingdoms crave, 
Till forc'd at laſt by the Commands of Yve, 
Ile follows Italy, throws off his Love. 


/ 


Ev'n Eloquence can't furniſſi equal Arms, 
o guard our Hearts from Beauty's fatal Cliarms. 


Except ſuch Breaſts as are untam*d and rude, 
All others powerful Nuus has ſabdufd, 


Who does not know the Tranſports of her Reign, 
hen in each others Arms the Lovers lockid remain? 


While 


EEE —— oa — = 


| 
: 


128 The Edinburgh Miſcellany - 


While other Mortals hoſtile Fear alarms, 
Give me Corina to my longing Arms; 
Ev'n pious chaſt Vrania I'd refuſe, 

Aud fair corinna for my Miſtreſs chuſe. 
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Own the ee Subſeck fires my Breaſt, 
1 And my Souls darling Paſſion ſtands confeſt. 
Beyond or Loves, or Friendſhips ſacred Band, 
Beyond my ſelf, I prize my native Land. 
On this Foundation wou'd I build my Fame, 
And emulate the Greek and Roman Name, 


- Think Biitains Peace bought cheaply with my Blood, 


And die, with Pleaſure, for my Countries Good. 
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IGoOD and HEAVEN. 


_—_— bright, O Lord's, thy Majeſty divine, 

Like Noon-Day Suns, when all thy Servants ſhine ? 
Yet higheſt Angels, like faint Tapers, glow, 
With burning Rays where all thy Glories flow. 


If our weak Eyes decline the ſhining Sun, 
How won'd our dazled Senſe thy Brightneſs ſhun ? 
Were but thy Preſence in the leaſt diſplay'd, 
And in full Luſtre to our Sight convey'd ? 


Our flowing Hairs wou'd into Briſtles riſe 
If a ſwift Cherub glanc'd upon our Eyes: 
1 And ſhou'd his Wings, in their dread Length appear 
oOiur frightned Hearts wou'd melt away with Fear. 
But if we ſaw but one ſuperior Beam 


Of their great Prince, how wou'd we humbly ſcream, 


And tremble till our Joints aſunder part, 
And frighted Spirits from our Boſoms ſtart ? 


I Thy 


f 
14 
i 
| 


1730 The Edinburgh Mi ſcellanj - 
Thy Throne, O God, is rais'd above the Skies, WI 
Where Heights on Heights, and Worlds of Glory riſe. Com 


There, in full Strength, ſhines an eternal Light Thy 
And dares the dark Approach of ſable Night. And 
There Smiles ne'er languiſh into heavy Glooms : Tho 


Each Scene of Bliſs in conſtant Beauty blooms. 


Eternal Raptures fill the pleaſing Place, For 
And Joys unmixed ſhine in ev'ry Face. An« 
What Extaſies tranſport thy raviſh'd Train? Th 


How bleſt ! How great! How glorious is thy Reign! || Ar 


What Happineſs do bleſſed Souls enjoy 
Who feaſt on Pleaſures that will never cloy ? 
How ſweet's the Heav'n where Faith in Viſion dies, 
Where Hope quite ſwallow'd in Fruition lies ? 
Nought can be wanting to compleat the Bliſs 
That makes the Soul inferior Thoughts diſmiſs ; 
And ſets the World in ſuch becoming Light 8 


That all Things here ſeem horrid to the Sight, 


Caſtles in Ruin ly, and gilded Charms afright. 


Thick Clouds obſcure the Grandeur of the Place, 
And Masks, O God, diſguiſe thy flaming Face, 
Leſt divine Looks ſhou'd flaſh Mankind to Death, 
And, in a Blaze, burn up the guilty Earth : 

But ftill the ſearching Flame the Veil defies, 
Pierces thro* Night, and dazles in the Skies, 
Lights up the Heaven in ten thouſand Fires, 
And, with its Beams, the Univerſe inſpires, 
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Or, a Collefion of Pcems, &c. 131 
When down thou com'ſt, the ſame indulgent Nod, 

Commands the Clouds to ſhade thy bright Abode. 

Thy Glories ſtill the Covering diſdain, 

And juſtle thro? the Thickneſs of thy Train. 

Tho' Darkneſs thine aſſum'd Pavilion be, 

The Godhead ſparkles forth with Majeſty, 

For Infinite the Creature is too weak, | 

And that which is unbounded ey'ry Mound muſt bteak, 

Thus thro” its Rival ſhall the Light be hurl'd, 

At the Confuſion of the falling World, 

When Darkneſs, ſallied from its deepeſt Vault, 

Shall in the Heav'ns the Sun and Stars aſſault. 

As once Mount Sinai, loſt in fearful Smoke, 

Which ſhrin'd thy Preſence when thine Angel ſpoke, 

(Whilſt Trumpers ſhrill, and Thunder roaring loud 

And flaſhing Lightning burſt the thickned Cloud) 

Look'd terrible in Darkneſs mixt with Light : 

A dreadful Splendor, and amazing Sight ! 
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On the X. Chapter of Jos HVA. 
By the ſame Hund. 


EHOLD the Slaughter of a curſed Race! 
Too full of Sin to ſhare the Acts of Grace! 


Whom Heav'n, with unrelenting Fury, flew, 
When Hael's Hero, like a Tempeſt, flew 
O'er ravag'd Cities of the conquer'd Land, 


B 


And o'er each Province ſtretch'd the wide Command; 


Till at the Conqueſt Sun and Moon amaz'd 
Forgot their Courſe, and on the Carnage gaz'd : 
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Wond'ring they ſtand, and dreadful Vengance view, 


Yet ſmile with Joy, and noble Actions ſhew, 
When deſtin'd Foes, who blindly them ador'd, 


'Were ſtruct with Fear, and ſpoiled by the Sword. 
Too great the Succeſs, and too great the Fight, 
Th' Exploit too glorious for the Shades of Night! 


Bleſt diſmal Day! when, under Heavens Command, 


Great Jacob's Seed, with a victorious Hand, 
Againſt the Pagan Enemies appear'd, 

While Zeal for God did bear its own Reward, 
Each Soldier, hearty in the glorious Cauſe, 
Another Sampſon, or a David was 
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On the XI. Chapter of Jos HA. 
By the ſame Hund. 


B the Rendezvous of Kings, unite 

To challenge 1ſ-acl and its Lord to fight! 
Who vaunting Numbers to their Frontiers brought 
And felt the Doom their proud Rebellion ſought. 
Abandon'd Fools! th* avenging War to try, 
And, in the Field, Almighty Arms defy. 


See Giant Troops with hideous Woods of Spears, 
Cinaan's Champions, and the Nations Fears! 
A Mountains Size each one! A Caſtle's Height ! 
In each an Army's Force! A Kingdom's Might! 
Their monſtrous Bulk looks terrible afar, 
Like moving Towers, advancing to the War: 
Yet, conquer'd, they in haſte inglorious fly, 
Or, unlamented, in long Numbers die. 


What Strength of Empires, warlike People lain, 
Chariot on Chariots heap the bloody Plain! 
Sec flaughter'd Fleſh fill Merom's purple Streams, 
And Armour hudge with Shafts, like floating Beams, 


While captiv'd Princes throng triumphal Carrs, 


And fetter'd Legions crown the guilty Wars. 
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For Wives and Gods they fought, but fought in vain, 
Their Hands muſt wear the Ifr aelitiſh Chain, : F #* 
Or ſoon their Blood victorious Weapons ſtain. 

Againſt their Maker, and his choſen Race, 4 
None can engage and fly, without Diſgracc. ; 
Confederate Powers can neter do Jacob harm ; 


While ſhielded ſafe by God's Almighty Arm. 


VERDE DEED. 272 
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Occaſion'd by the Dancing of two young | 
Lapiks at the AurroR's Requeſt. 


OND to ſurvey the Graces of the Fair, 
I beg'd the Favour ot a lovely Pair 
To ſhow their Skill and Beauties, in a Dance 

But ſoon as they did on the Floor advance, 
e Gods! How were my Spirits, at the Sight, 
O'ercharg'd and raviſh'd with the vaſt Delight? 
More glorious cou'd not Vn Charms appear: 
No humane Mind ſuch ruſhing Joys cou'd bear. 
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Thus Symele intreated mighty Jove 
T' appear to her as he appears above. 
The Nymphs Requeſt the amorous God obey'd, 
But ſoon his Thunder burnt th' ambitious Maid. 
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The XIV. Chapter of Is a1 A n's Pro- 
phecy, from Verſe 4. 


| Paraphras d in Blank Verſe. 


Great Images are hardly ſhown in Rhime, 


And the ſhort Stile beſt ſuits the true Sublime, 
ts Mir. 


(ſhook 
This World with awful Might ? And where's that Blaze 
Of ancient Glory, which, with dreadful Luſtre, 
Made Babylon the Queen of Cities reign 
Bright, as a Comet *mongſt the twinkling Stars ? 
What Pow'r ſuperior has deſtroy'd her Pride 
And put a Period to long boaſted Greatneſs? 
Beneath what hellih Globm is all the Light, 
Of late ſo dazling, now obſcur'd and ſunk ? 
Or, doth ſome Charm forſake our wilder'd Fancy, 
And ſhow the Pow'r, that was our Dread before, 
To have been all the cheating Work of Dreams ? 
Sure no——the fickly World yet ſmarting owns 
The Tyrant's cruel Hand; and Lions Tow'rs, 
In Ruin, witneſs to the diſmal Stroak, | 
Whilſt we, ſad Captives, mourn our native Land, 


VU Hut now that en Arm that lately 


Th' Almighty King hath all theſe Wonders wrought, 
*Tis he, whoſe Love firſt fram'd the dreadful Staff, 


Which 
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Which chaſtned long his Rebel Sons, who now, 
Repenting, breaks at laſt the Rod in Pieces, 
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And humbles thoſe that triumph'd o'er our Shame. | ho 
| The 
The Scene is chang'l——Behold the pow'rful Arm, | Un 

Skill'd to inflict new Veng'ance, is caſt down ! | And 


He, whoſe imperial Nod controul'd the Nations, 
Abandon'd, flies an eaſy Prey to Slaves. 
The Earth, of late beneath the Load oppreſt, 
Now eas'd, converts her Sorrows into Joy : 
From Pole to Pole glad Acclamations ring. 
The Fields look gay ; all Nature now regains 
Its native Pride, and ſmiles at the Deliv'rance. 
The Cedars rear their branching Heads, and ſing, 
While lefſer Trees aſſent to what is ſaid : 
Since we from thy oppreſling Pow'r are freed, 
© Exempt from common Ruin we have ſtood. 
4 So may our humble Voice be heard with theſe 
“ Who louder far, with tuneful Tongue, proclaim 
« Th' all-bounteous Author of our gencral Good. 


Now Earth is eas'd. But Hell receives the Load. 
Foreboding Horrors ſeize th' infernal Throng. 
With anxious Thoughts perplext, they ſ:arch the Cauſe, 
Nor when they know it, have they wiſht Relic, 
Promiſcuous now they crowd to ſee that Man, 
The Wonders of whoſe Fame already fill'd 
Their Regions. And Hell a While is kept 
In ſtrange Suſpence, From many'a Clime reſort 


" Thoſe 
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Men once had loudly ſpoke, But now they leave 


N 


hoſe Thrones in Hell, where ſtill they perſonate 
heir tyrant Power, and urge their common Woe. 


Unnoted, now they join the vulgar Crowd, 
And while they wait that Man whoſe greater Name 


Eclipſt their Honours, they themſelves forget 


Their ancient Fame, and ſtifle all their Pride. 


| Art Length the wondrous Man in Sight appzars. 
F But O how chang'd ! 

> Some Marks of ancient Honour ſtill he bears: 

4 His Crown and Scepter, now his greater Shame : 


While, drag'd in Chains, the mighty Hero ſeems 
The loweſt Slave in Hell. Loweſt in Fear, 
Unuſual Terrors ſake his daſtard Soul. 
Trembling at every Joint, his paltied Limbs 
Scarce bear his ſpectre Frame. Ghaſtly he views 
Hell's dreadful Coaſt and Legions widely ſpread, 
Again grim Death ſits in his meager Looks 

Pale with redoubled Horror, and complears 

His ſecond Triumph. Hell food long in Mies: 
A While they view che ugly Form, then muſe 
The Wonders of his Fame, of which both Earth 
And Hell fo loud had rung. Convinc'd at Length, 
Familiar thus they accoſt the hateful Shade. 


Are theſe: the poor Remainders of that Min:? 
Are theſe the lateſt Trophies of thy Fame? 


W::oie 
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Fhoſe mighty Chiefs of whoſe great Deeds on Earth 
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Whoſe Glory late, like Meteors ſudden Blaze, 
Pent up within this World in narrow Bounds 
Did ſeck ſome larger Orb? But O what Change 
Awaits Terreſtrial Glory! None ſo great 

But Death will ſoon reduce. To what Extremes ! 


Fro 
That 
Lars 


Wo 
Where's all thy mighty Power, and greater Threats ? N chal 
Abandon'd now, weak even as we thou ftand'ſt, | Whi 


An humble Slave of Hell. Thy Pomp and Power Wh 
Are buried with thee. And thy Muſicks Voice s 
Sleeps in the Grave, where Vermine round thee crowd 4 
Theſe now th' alone Attendants of thy State: = Ne 
Theſe now thy numerous Troops and faithful Guards, Aj 


While thus we ſee the Scourge of humane Race 
In Hell ſecur d. Again we view that Height 
From which ſo late he ſhone our greateſt Dread. 
But now how fallen! As if that ſplendid Star, 
Which brighteſt in his Courſe doth ever ſhed 
Selecteſt Influence upon this Earth, 
And leads black Night, or tells th* approaching Day. 
Should he obſcur'd forſake his glorious Orb 
And tumble to this Earth, fuch was thy Fall, 
Thon haughty Man whoſe fond Ambition ſwell'd 
Above all Pitch of humane Power. Who ſought 
To fix thy Throne above the Stars of God. 
Nor ſhould the higheſt Heavens know the Bounds 
Of thy proud Tyrany ; until poſſeſt 
Of God's high Throne, alone thou might | remain 
The Sov reign of the World. 


Bur 
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But thy ſtrange Fall 
From ſuch pernicious Height bears not a Curſe, 
That meaſures all thy Pride. A real Hell, 
Large as that Heaven of which ſo late thou dream'ſt. 


at The ſtricteſt Search of many a curious Eye, 
shall find no Veſtige now of all that Power 

| Which ſhook this Earth, and aw'd the trembling World. 
Whoſe dread Rebukes could blaſt its Joys or Hopes, 
Could break its firmeſt Bonds, and baniſh Mace 
And every Sweet of Life; and from whoſe Wrath 
No power could give Relief. Again this Earth 
Appear'd like ancient Chazs. 


But as high 
Above all humane Power as late thou ſhone, 
So low this Earth beholds tliee now depreſt 
Beneath all worldly Grandeur, or Renown ; 
For while th2 other Priaces of this Earth, 
With fun'rall Honours crown'd, ſeem yet conf-{t 
The Soy'reigns of the World: Thou art debarr'd 
A Place with Mankind, 


As an uſeleſs Branch 
Torn from the common Trunk neglected lies. 
Or as the Carcaſe of the rave nous Wolf, 
80 Dines exposed, the Joy of every Eye; 
Until with Heaps of Stones ſent from the Hand 
Of every Paſſenger, thou fink at length 
In Rubbiſk : Buried with thy own Diſgrace. 


T HE 


N 
[ 
1 
; 


140 The Edinburgh Miſcellany : 


THE 
PENITENT PRVU PDE. 


Written in a Paſtoral Strain, 
By a Bor of Fourteen. 


E ſacred Nine, a beardleſs Boy inſpire, 
To fing of Celza's Charms, and Damon's Fire, 


Long had the Swain with amorous Paſſion burn'd 
And, unſucceſsful, his Condition mourn'd, 
When, in a Grove, he found the frowning Maid, 
And finding thus, he preſt her Hand, and ſaid. 


D AMON. 


My charming Celia, why do'ſt thou diſdain 
A Heart, that's offer'd by a loving Swain? 
Tell me the Reaſon, too too crucl Fair, 
Why I'm deſpis'd, and all my Faults declare? 
Sure as no Charms did ever equal thine, 
No Love can more than rival this of mine ; 
Nor are my Parts and Qualities ſo baſe, 
That I ſhould labour under ſuch Diſgrace. 
In ſacred Song, by Fhabus, I'm inſpir'd, 
By Shepherds courted, and by Nymphs admir'd. 
On me kind Pan propitious hath beſtow'd, 
Fields, Flocks and Fountains, Groves and ev'ry Good. 
Wou'd 


* 


©, 
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Vou'd Celia deign to lay afide her Hate, 

'd nothing want to make my Joy complete. 
«lia whoſe Face a Scythian's Soul might move, 
nd in a frozen Boſome kindle Love, 


Derides my Paſſion, and makes Offers vain, 
Tho' Spite of all her rigorous Diſdain 


court my Wounds, aud triumph in my Pain. 


Ah! lovely Tyrant, let your Vot'ry know 
The Cauſe and Reaſon, why you treat me ſo, 


Forget your Scorn, my dear relcntleſs Fair, 

Fer, lingring long, I periſh thro' Deſpair, 

Pity ah, pity mine afflicted Soul, 

Receive your Servant, and preſerve him whole. 
Nor longer waſte theſe Charms that were deſign'd 
Art once to conquer, and to crown Mankind, 


CALI A, 


Damon (in Fury ſpoke the haughty Maid) 
Will your raſh Folly never be allay'd ? 
Why doſt thou teeze me thus? I pray forbear, 
Since I'm reſolv'd to diſregard your Pray'r: 
Or change your Conduct, or endure my Hate, 
In vain from me thou hop'ſt a milder Fate. 


DAMO. 


Cou's you not give (cry'd out the Love ſick Swain) 
Your fatal Sentence in a milder Strain? 
You might in Pity ſome Excuſe have feign'd, 
And faid at leſt, the Gods have ſo ordain'd. 
For tho” no longer *rwou'd detain my Breath, 
Yet it wou'd mitigate the Pangs of Death. 


But 
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But ah! It ſeems wo muſt for ever part, 
Farewell, but mind ybu broke a Lover's Heart. 
Adieu, my cruel charming Nymph, adieu, 
May Heav'n forgive, and always ſmile on you. 
Kill'd by your Frowns, to Shades unknown I go, 
Yer ſhall my Love for ever live below. 8 


Thus ſpoke, in Shades of everlaſting Night, 
The Shepherd ſank in haughty calia's Sight: 
So drops the Lilly on the verdant Mead, 
(That us'd to raiſe its beauteous blooming Head) 
When o're the Skies Apollo rides in State, 
And darts with Force his irreſiſtleſs Heat. 


But when the Nymph beheld her Lover's Death, 
She cried, bewail'd, and wou'd recall his Breath. 
For tho” ſhe had with tow'ring Pride ſurvey'd 
His racking Pains, and laught at what he ſaid, 
An ardent Paſſion in her Boſome glow'd : 

She lov'd the Youth, altho' no Love ſhe ſhow'd. 
Such is the Spirit of that fickle Sex, 

That they delight their Lovers to perplex. 

Such was the Turn of charming Celis Mind, 
che loy'd to be ador'd, yet ſeem'd unkind. 

But now, too late, ſhe chang'd her haughty Air, 
Reform'd her Temper, and wou'd lend an Ear: 
With many a Vow, and moſt impatient Cries, 
She ſaid, O Damon! Lovely Youth, ariſe, 
Know, charming Swain, thy calia loves like you, 
Altho' ſhe never told her Mind till now. 


Yer 


— 
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tall in vain ſhe labours for Redreſs. 

xr willful Coyneſs hightens her Diſtreſs. 

> throws her Body careleſs on the Ground, 
id puniſh'd, thus proclaim'd her mighty Wound, 


1487 


CALI A, 


; 

Fretch that IT am, deſerving endleſs Woe 

bt lov'd a Swain, and yet abus'd him ſo; 

Siſter Ny mphs take this Advice from me, 

nye are courted never peeviſh be, | 

are your Minds, and yeild to ſoft Deſires, 

e Cupid's Wings fan up your youthful Fires : 

appy I have loſt a lovely Swain, 

Pride of all our Caledonian Plain: 

whoſe ſad Fare each Shepherd will confeſs 
zrief and Tears, there can be no Exceſs : 
all that knew the charming Youth will Join 
r friendly Sighs and pious Tears with mine. 
'd like him; yet his Requeſt deny'd, 
kept his Hope in languiſh till he dy'd. 

{ gentle Shade, whether thou now do'ſt rove 
' ſome bleſt Vale, or ever verdant Grove, 
oment liſten to my Grief and take 

ofreſt Vows that Penitence can make. 

ow I bid my Joys a long adieu, 

yes with Tears ſhall melt away for you. - 

ce a lonely Hermit I'll repair 

fart Woods, and tell the Wind my Care. 


Yet | 0 
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On ev'ry Tree that's worthy of the Wound 
I'll ſtamp thy Name, and make the Woods reſound 
Thy Love which I alas! did once diſdain 

In my poor Heart Impreſſion ſhall maintain. 

No future Charms my Spirit ſhall allure : 

For ever ſpotleſs ſhall my Flame endurc. 

Nor ſhall, unleſs the Fates can do me Wrong, E 
My Separation from my Dear be long. 
Haſte, lazy Time; diſpatch ye lingring Hours; mt 
Regard my Wiſhes, O propitivus Powers: 

Send gentle Death, forbid his hated Stay, 

I court his Darts, and meet him half the Way. 


5 
8 n N | 


Panthea Lamentation. 


og 
By . the ſame Hand. = 

* y 

< Fa , 

Sacred Phabus thy Aﬀitance = F 
Whilſt I the Fate of ſad Panthea fing. o de 
ell 1 
Panthea lov'd, her languid Eyes confeſt in a 
The ſecret Anguiſh of her tortur'd Breaſt. ore 


Sirephon, tranſported, ſaw the bluſhing Dame: 

He ſaw, rejoyc'd, and own*d his equal Flame. 
Unpractis'd in the Turns of Female Art, 

The Nymph receiv'd him with a joyful Heart. 


- 
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But cruel Fates ordain'd him to be gone 

und And leave behind the loving Fair alone, 

n hated Scenes, his Abſence to bemoan. 

zeneath a Beech, th' abandon'd Virgin laid, 2-3 
Expreſs'd her Care, and thus ſhe ſadly ſaid : 


Hard Fate that I ſhou'd ſeparated be 
rom one I love, and who loves alſo me, 

; mmortal Pow'rs, what cou'd ſuch Envy move? 
Ne're blameleſs both, if 'tis no Crime to love. 
hat greater Curſe on Earth cou'd I receive? 

. hat greater Signs of Hatred cou'd you give 

Man to bereave me of that charming Youth 

ho lov'd with ſuch Sincerity and Truth? 

ho knows but in ſome foreign Shade he lies, 

nd, plung'd in Sorrow, for Panthea fighs ? 

hat Satisfaction can I ever find 

rd from his Preſence, and to Woods confin'd ! 

o gentle Slumbers ſeal my weary Eyes: 

om me all Joy and Gladneſs ever flies. 

y Cheeks no more their lively Colour boaſt, 

Food is loathſom, and my Strength is loſt, 

> deſart Rocks, and lonely Shades I go: 

ell the Trees and rufling Winds my Woe. 

in a Grove ſoft Slumbers me ſurprize, 

ore me Strephon's Image doth ariſe : 

, ring with joyous Tranſport to the Place, 

. d ſtrive to claſp it in my cloſe Embrace, 

„when awake, I find my ſelf alone, 


art, his dear Image with my Slumber's gone, 
K Diſtracted 


— 
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Diſtracted like ſome Bacchanal I rove Th 
Thro' Rocks and Woods, and Hills and ev'ry Grove, N! 
My Soul's ſo clogg'd with anxious amorous Care, or 
It cannot ſend to Heav'n one pions Pray'r. Nh. 
Whene'er I chance to ſpeak of any Youth, ſy 
For his, your Name comes quickly from my Mouth le 
My ſiſter Nympths perceive the mighty Flame, 
And chide me for it, tho' they cannot blame. 
Sometimes I trace your Footſteps to the Shade, 
Where firſt your Vows, where firſt my Love was paid 
Tonch'd with the Sight, I ſet me down alone 
And there lament my lovely Strephon gone. 

In Spite of me the Tears inceſſant roll, 

And tell the inward Suff rings of my Soul. 
Nought that I ſee my wyward Mind can pleaſe, 
Afford Relief, or ſend a Moments Eaſe. 

No Object grateful to mine Eye appears: 

The Plain a dark and gloomy Proſpect Wears. 
All Things deriv'd their Charms from him alone, 
And with him all theſe pleafing Charms are gone. 
So when Apollo leaves the ruddy Skies, 

And dusky Night the vacant Place ſupplies, 

The Shade is uſeleſs, and the lowry Plain, 

Afﬀords no preſent Pleaſure to the Swain. 

No balmy Zepbyrs thro* the Willows play, 

And chryſtal Fountains, unregarded, ſtray. 


O cou'd 1 in ſome Deſart wilds be thrown, 
Where never Print of humane Foot was known, 


h f 
torn 


Th 
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There I perhaps might mitigate my Pain: 
ove. N Happineſs I cannot here obtain. 
or ſtill I'm tortur'd when I view the Place, 
here once I held you in my cloſs Embrace: * 
ſwoon away when I obſcrye the Grove, 
outh (he conſcious Scene of our untainted Love. 
hen to ſome Deſart, hidden Land I'll fly, 
here never Joy and Company come nigh, 
do jovial Pipe, or warbling Lark T'Il hear, 
ut crooking Ravens ſhall delight my Ear, 
e fragrant Wreaths of Hyacinth's adicu, 
he Cypreſs ſhall ſurround my Temples now. 
xrewell ye every checker*d verdant Mead, 
> you the rugged Mountain ſhall ſucceed, 
volved in Thought on ſome old Trunk J'Il reſt, 


paid 


5 d think how wretch'd Panthea once was bleſt. 
Joys revive not, let nie wretched prove : 
r what is Life without the Swain I love? 
"> P2CDEDEDEIEID CICERO 
on 


1 


HEPHERDS RECOVERY, 
By the ſame Hand. 


MENALCA S. 
7 H Y, deareſt Damon, why ſo ſad art thou? 
Why fo dejected, and fo ſullen now? 
n, h ſome fierce Tyger thy lov'd Heifer ſlain, 


torn thy ſportive Lembein on the Plain? 
Thi X Piſpel 
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Diſpel your Care, and tell ſome wanton Tale, e g 
For what can Tears or ſilent Sighs avail ? ak 
How can you mourn in this delightful Shade 80 
By Nature, for all humane Bleſſings made? au! 
Here ſilver Streams in ſweet Me.mders flow, nd 
There, on the Banks, the beauteous Lillies grow. om 
No Wolves do here our thriving Flocks moleſt, 

Nor Noon-tide Beams with ſultry Heat infeſt. 


DAMON. Tl 

ha 

Theſe are the Pleaſures of a Mind at Eaſe, Bd 
When Celza ſmil'd, theſe Things did alſo pleaſe : o 
Bur ſince the perjur'd Maid has proved unkind, ry 


And givin her Vows and Honour to the Wind, his 
No charming Scenes delight my gazing Eye, 

And all my Pipes hang out of Order by. 

VI! go to Woods where ſavage Beaſts repair, II 
But ah! Leſs ſavage than the fickle Fair. 

In lonely Wilds, far from her cruel Hate, 

With Wolves and Bears I'll find a milder Fate, 
Yet never, never can I ccaſe to love, 

No Treatment can my Flame from her remoye. e 


MEN ALCAS. 


Then who ſhall lead the Ringlet round the Plain, 
And make the Hills reſound a joyous Strain? 
Unto whoſe Muſick ſhall the Birds give ear? 
Whoſe Notes ſhall make the very Trees draw near 
Shall one falſe Virgin cauſe a general Grief, 
When there are thouſands to afford Relief? 
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| e glad, my Damon, caſt that Form away, 
ake up thy Pipe, and for Diverſion play. 
Song, well choſen, will afford delight, 

auſe thee forget the haughty C:/a's Spite, 

nd make chy Cares at once forgotten be : 
ome, Damon, ſing, or take a Song from me. 


DAMO. 


Thy Voice, Menalcas, gentler than the Breeze 
hat ſweetly whiſpers thro' the waving Trees, 
nd more melodious than the warbling Kind, 
d always to refreſh my mournful Mind. 

, ry now your skill by labouring to divert 

; his heavy Load that hangs upon my Heart. 


MENALCAS 


ll try the Song which Phabus might have made: 
our Caſe, if it revive you not, is ſad, 


I. 
&« Twas in a Shade 
c While the Winds play'd, 
“ And the Birds warbled under each Bough : 
«© While Fountains flow, 
1 * Murmuring below, 
lain * In my Arms Phillis utter'd this Vow, 


de. 


II. 
« Swain when I prove 


« Falſe to thy Love 
*All the wing'd Nation no more ſhall ſing, 
K 3 No 


r near 
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© No Leaf ſhall ſhoot, 
* Winds ſhall be mute, 
* And not a Murmur heard in the Spring, 


. 
« Thus did ſhe ſwear, 0 
c Please d did I hear, 2 


* But Words of Women, when they are kind, 
& Shoud laſt for ever, 
C Grav4d on a Feather, 

* In the looſe Leaves, the Water, or Wind. 


IV. 
« Sweet as the Roſe, 
© White as the Snows, 
& Like them ſoon faded, ſullied is Woman: 
« Fair like the Moon, 
«© Changing as ſoon, 
* Bright as the Sun, and as the Sun common, 


V. 
& Like the frail Flow'r 
« (Child of an Hour) 
* Such are her Beauties, ſuch are our Bliſſes; or 


« Opening when blooming, rt 

«© Gayly conſuming, t le 

«© Eviry Bee ſucks them, ev'ry Wind kiſſts. e li 
| hat 
DAMO N. nd 

Ah *tis too true a Character I own, e le 


And I'm reſolv'd to be abus'd by none. 
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ince Celzafs falſe I'll find a kinder Fair, 

ho' if I ſhall, *twill be prodigious rare. 

f never any Crown my ardent Love, 

take my Pipe, and curſe them all, by Jove. 


K-00 
PA: 
QF N 


OX and GRAPES. 


By the ſame Hand. 


A S Reynard, that intriguing Sinner, 
Was ranging all the Fields for Dinner, 
Je ſpy'd a Vine, whoſe ev'ry Cluſter 
ithin was ripe, without had Luſtre. 
he golden Sight his Soul affected, 
s 3 or were the proper Means neglected : 
r tho' the Fruit, upon the Tree, 
t leaſt, were fix or ſev*n Foot high, 
e lickt his Lips, he bleſt the Star 
hat led to ſuch delicious Fare, 
nd if all Tales be true, I'm ſure, : 


On. 


e leapt a hundred Times and more 
o reach what hang*d above his Power. 


At 
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At laſt grown weary, he began 


To think his Labour was in vain; 88 
Bur ſcornd withal to have it ſaid, | 
Leſt other Foxes ſhou'd upbraid : | | - 0 
And therefore, turning Truth to Jeſt, f 
The ſly, facetious, greedy Beaſt, | 75 


Why gaze I here, cries out, ſo ſoon 
At Fruit which won't be ripe this Moon? 


| 
They're ſowr as Crabs, unfit for me | * 
Or any Fox of Quality. 
At beſt they may be the Repaſt Phe | 
Of Pyes or Daws that want a Taſte, bid 
cha 
REFLECTION. ® 
Juſt ſo IT heard a Friend of mine E. 
Deſcribe his Miſtreſs all divine. ou! 
But when he found his Hopes were vain, ih 
He eat her Praiſes up agam : | 
Lampoon'd the Nymph he lov'd before, 285 
And call d her an ill-natur'd Whore. P 
0 
F. With 
Or 
P 


7 Fe - 
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HO RACE's Ode xvi. Book III. 


| 
'Tranflated by My, JAMES ARBUCKLE. 


[17 HEN Storms the hardy Sailor overtake, 


And Wind-ſwoln Waves on Waves 1mpetuous 
4 break» 


the Heav'ns a Face of direful Horror wear, 

nd no kind Stars direct him how to ſteer, 

haſt he views the gloomy Seas and Skies, 

nd to the Gods for Eaſe and Safety cries. 

br ſwcet Repoſe the rugged Thracian prays, 

Ind the ſtout Parthian fighs at laſt for Eaſe 

Fould gladly buy it, were it to be bought, 

ith all the Spoils for which ſo oft he fought. 
reaſures, my Lord, and Honours both are vain, 

ford no ſolid Joy, nor ſoften Pain; 

o Comfort to the lab'ring Breaſt can yield, 
ith a diſorder'd Mind's fierce Tumults fill'd, 
or diſſipate the Cares that hourly wait 
Palaces and Houſes of the Great, 

uly to Levies and to Courts repair 

mong th' officious Crowds unbidden there. 

t bleſt is he whoſe Wealtlt can juſt afford 
omeſtick Plenty on a cleanly Board : 

o ſordid Wiſh, no mean Detires controul 


is gentle Slecp, or warp his even Soul, 
Why 


— — K a 
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Why then this great ado, this endleſs Strife 
To make Proviſion for ſo ſhort a Life ? 
Why leave we in Diſguſt our Native Shore, 
And Lands remote and diſtant Realms explore ? 
How vainly thus from Place to Place we run, 
When none his greateſt Plague himſelf can ſliun? 
Cloſe at the Horſeman's Heels does Care purſue, 
And keeps the flying Galley ſtill in View : 
It never ſtops to breath, nor lags behind ; 
Out runs the Stag, and drives before the Wind, 
Who now has Joy, and happy lives to Day, 
To Morrow and its Cares drives far away ; 
Nor virtuous Mirth, tho” Ill betide, forego : 
Nor perfect Good is to be found below. 
Death ſnatch'd Achilles quickly off the Stage, 
While Tython waſtes away with mould'ring Age; 
And Fate perhaps will give thoſe Days to me 
It ſhall deny and take away ffom thee. 
To thee the Gods, with no penurious Hand, 
Allot fair Flocks, and goodly Fields of Land, 
Brisk Steeds to whirl thy Chariot ofer the Plain, 
And purple Robes to charm the vulgar Train, 
To me, tho? leſs profuſe, indulgent Heaven, 
Large as my Wiſh, a little Farm has giv'n, 
With ſomething of a Genius mod*rate ſtrong, 
To riſe in Verſe and ſoar aloſt in Song, | 
And Pride enough to think my ſelf above 


The Crowd, and ſcorn their Hatred or their Lol 


3 
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Ode vi. Book III. 


By the ſame Hand. 


PHE Ills your Anceſtors have done, 

Romans, the preſent Age ſhall mourn : 

te you have made their Crimes your own, 

lis juſt their Guilt on you return, 6 


you their Puniſhment ſhall bear, 

ill what your Fathers did prophanc, 
holy Temples you repair, | 
ze; Ind give the Gods their Shrines again. 


th' early Piety of Rome, 

'hile yet an uncorrupted State, 
ribe her glorious Riſe and Bloom, 
ain, Por on the Gods all Empires wait. 


n Recoll:& the dreadful IIIs 

The Gods, by us neglected, hurl'd 
mighty Rome's imperial Hills, 

nd ſhook the Miſtreſs of the World ! 


twice aur barb*rons Parthian Foes 
r Lov : f 0 
ur inauſpicious Arms controul'd, 
0 with inſulting Pride expoſe 

Wh 


2 Spoils our Legions wou of old ! 


* @# 
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While Rome with Rome contending ſtood, 
Unpuniſléd aim'd the Moor his Dart: 
The Dacian Pyrates skim'd the Flood, 
And our Scditions took their Part. 


Fruitful in Crimes, thar Age did firſt 
The holy Rites of Love tranſgreſs: 

With Infamy their Of-ſpring curſt, 
And left their dubious Heirs at gueſs, 


To this polluted Fountain Head 
Impute the Riſ: of all our Woes, 
And think you, can thoſe Storms be laid, 
But with the Crimes from whence they roſe ? 


Early the ripe and melting Maid 

Muſt learn her pliant Limbs to move z 
The various Poſtures of her Trade, 

All th' eager Jarks and Springs of Love. 


Marry'd, her Leſſons ſhe improves, 
Grows up in Wantoneſs as Ycars ; 
And daily Conqueſts and new Loves 
Are all the Object of her Cares. 


Reſtrain'd by no connubial Awe, 

She ſcorns to keep her Butineſs dark ; 
Or ſilently apart withdraw, 

And tip the Wink upon her Spark, 


Nt 


Ni 
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; the brib'd Husband knows the Lay, 


b 


And with this View his Gueſts entreats, 
me roaring Bully of the Sea, 
Dr wealthy Merchant from the Streights, 


theſe for precious Baggatelles, 


Gay Silks, and Rings, and Diamond Pins, 


he careful Tit her Body ſells, 
loath'd with the Price of all her Sins, 


was not the Brood of ſuch as theſe 
Made the ſtern Grecian Monarchs Yield ; 
ſtain'd with Blood tne Tyrrhene Seas, 
And won the World at Zamma's Field. 


nt Soldiers of a ruſtick Mould, 
*Rough, hardy, and enur'd to bear 
| Summer's Heat, or Winter's Cold, 
Domeſt ick Toil, or foreign War; 


F ho. when they with their anxious Sire 

| All Day had ditch'd, or till'd the Ground: 
Night around a genial Fire 

In jovial Bowls their Labours drowy/d, 


it what does not at Length decay? 
Our Pattern from our Sires we drew; 
from their Anceſtors did they, 


And more refin'd Debauchees grew. 


137 


And 
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And doubtleſs in a little Space, 
Deriv'd from us, the World ſhall ſee 
A more politely vicious Race 
Than we with all our Skill can be. 


TXDE] 2D ee GO ET E DER ET oe 
EPITHAL AMIU 


On the MARRIAGE of 


My Lord ——with Lady—Þ 
By a young LADY of The Fair Intellectu- | 


b 
Club, preſent at the Marriage. ech 
I ur. 


E Muſes, Loves and Graces, now prepare 
© To crown gay Damon and Belinda fair, PLe 


& Of all our Caledonian Plains the Pride, $0 | 
* He the beſt Bridegroom, ſhe rhe lovelieſt Bride, {Pt + 
fe 1 

While Swains and Nymphs in Crowds conveen to h. 
The happy Pair, I will not want my Tale, The 
But, with the reſt, in joyous Conſort join, mb 


And with them Bleſſings, noble as their Lines T. 
O cou'd I what my Heart contains expreſs, ic 
I'd fing the Charms and Talents they = 1 end 


High as their Merits, ſpotleſs as their be 


Tho' Words are wanting, FOR har know me oil 


My inward Senſe and Gratitude can tell. * 
- o Up 


le, 
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. a 
on their Marriage, may auſpicious Fate 


enely Smile, and make their Bliſs complear. 
| 


Let Muſes, Loves and Graces, now prepare 
To crown gay Damm and Belinda fair, 

F all our Caledonian Plains the Pride, 

He rhe beſt Bridegroom, ſhe the lovelieſt Bride. 


(ev) 
(<9) 


rs 


ie Arts and Vertues that adorn the Mind, 


him whate'er is generous and refin'd, 
prightly Wit, and manly Senſe, are join'd. 


| : her the Gracs of her Sex unite, ? 
chat is lovely and engaging meet: y 
ture has thrown its Treaſures at her Feet. g 


Ctuz 


Let Muſes, Loves and Graces, then prepare 
o crown gay Damen and Belinds fair, 

Pf all our Caledenzen Plains the Pride, 

Be the beſt Eridegroom, ſhe the lovelieſt Bride. 


he Strength and Vigour of the Mid-day Sun, 
ember's Ripenefs, and the Flow'rs of Jae, 

Things, on which the amorous Wars Succeſs 
aich Wives well know and fighing Virgins gueſs) 
. ends, Ve lodgal in the Bridegroom' Pov x, 

P be exerczd in th” indulgent Hour. 


e, ſoft and gentle, willing to be bleſ d, 
r to pid che Store too long poſſeſi d, 


Win 
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With beauteous Bluſhes in the Crowd appears, 


i 
Jo. 
Whilſt long'd for Joys are uſher'd in with Fears, And 


cc Let Muſes, Loves and Graces, then prepare |&nce 


& To crown gay Damon and Belinda fair, W hi: 
« Of all the Caledonian Plain the Pride, oY 
« He the beſt Bridegroom, ſhe the lovelieſt prid-Þ 
O may they live, and propagate a Race re- 
With Damon's Spirit, and Belinda's Face: Fre 
By uſing Time, elude the Ills of Fate, 0 1 
And ftretch their Lives beyond the deſtin'd Date Bu 
Dr 
An 
. 
7 2 * 
177 4 
of, 
A 


By the ſame Hand. 


I, 
OUNG Damon wounded with a Part, 
Shot from Belinda's Eye, 
Forſakes the Fields to eaſe his Heart 
With Muficks Melody. 
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a | o Balls and Theatres he goes, 

ears, And ſeeks to ſooth his amorous Woes, 
| But all the Means are vain, 

are Gnce ſprightly Sounds blow up the Fire 

! 'hich Beauty doth at firſt inſpire, 

| 


And raiſe, not cure his Pain, 


rid: 
II. 
Twas not the Way to be ſecure 

From Cupid's mighty Bow, 

o ſeek from Phabus Lyre a Cure: 
Date But I can tell him how. 
Drive baſtard Modeſty away 
And make a daring dear Eſſay, 
* To gain the Nymph's Conſent. 
Tis that alone can give you Eaſe: 
Returns of Love will Pains redreſs, 
„And yield you wiſh'd Content. 


(12) 


#2 
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FAOLOUGHE 


T 0 | 
Loves at firſt S16 un rþ 


By Mr. CRAWFORD. 


WINS 00 v3 to Plays, are now ſo common grown, 
That tho* they muſt be ſpoke to pleaſe the Town 

For fifty bad ones, you will ſcarcely find, 

One to inſtruct or to divert the Mind: 

Our Author therefore, bid me only ſay, 


He wiſh'd you a much better Treat to Day. . 
But yet V 
Tho? Subſidies of Wit he can't advance, dn 
He'as larded his Supply, with Song and Dance, 3 
Two Things of late that with a Guſt g0 down, asl 
And catch the whole Surprize of all the Town. 30 
He wou'd have difh'd up Satyr, but he knew ur 
Twou'd offend many, and wou'd pleaſe but few. Run 


Beſides, ill Natur's what he wou'd avoid, oF 
Leaſt it ſhou'd be againſt himſelf imploy'd. 
Leaſt he ſhou'd ſhew his Penury of Wit, 
And he that came to bitc, himſelf be bit. 
Our Poet therefore will give no Offence, 
Neither to Fools, nor to the Men of Senſe. 
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Put begs to his Endeavours you'd be kind, 
is Faults excuſe, ſince Faults you can't but find: 
And in return to ſo much Kindneſs ſhown, 
To one that Favours will be proud to own, 
7 !l they can ask he wiſhes to the Fair, 
To be rever'd, and beauteous as they are: 
To his own Sex, but they have all in View, 
FF T hey reach all Happineſs, in ſeeing you. 


MEIN 
EPILOGUE 


By the ſame Hund. 


; 


1 
own, 
Tow. 


| * Sir ou now expect an Epiloguc, 
But this ſame Bard of ours is ſuch a Roguc, 

durſt have ſworn he was poſſeſs'd to Day, 

0 Rhimes he cry'd, no, not to ſave my Play; 


ly asd his Reaſon why ? *Sdeath Sir, quoth he, 
o bur to Drury-Lane, and there you'll ſee, 
W. 


hile parting Lovers do their Fate bemoan ; 
nd hug, and ſigh, and weep, and ſob alone. 
ax Tapers, gaudy Clothes, rais'd Prizes too, 
et even the Play thus garniſh'd wou'd not do: 
poyſonous Druggs, by Empericks gilded are, 
Strumpets varniſh o'er unwholſome Ware. 


zay Decorations to amuſe the Town, Q 


I L 2: | While 
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While you with Negligence my Muſe receive 

And but a ſlender Entertainment give. 

But look you Sir, ſaid I, the Cafe is plain, 

You have no pompous Lines to ſwell the Scene 
As the laſt Poet did in Drury-Lane, 

No Angels Wings, to ſprout where Serpents grew, 
No Hills. nor Dales, nor Groves of lovely Hue, 
No Vehicles with Milk white Steed's ſo rare, 

So beautiful, fo ſweet or D bonazr, 

With Royal Innocence they may compare, 

No Perfumes, Rocks, nor Grots ; 
At that the frighted Poct, 'gan to ſtare, 
Took up his Heels and left us to Deſparr, 
Now Gentlemen all that I have to fay, 

Is that you'd pleaſe again to ſee the Play, 
And hear an Epilogue another Day. 


C 


HERE is no wordly Pleaſure here below, 
Which by Experience doth not Folly prove ; 
Put amongſt all the Follies that I know, 
The ſwecteſt Folly in the World is Love: 


888888888 858858888888885 


and ſo forth. Sir, Þ of 
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Fut not that Paſſion which with Fools Conſent 
Above the Reaſon bears imperious Sway, 
Making their Lifetime a perpetual Lent, 
As if a Man were born to faſt and pray. 
No, that 1s not the Humour I approve, 
W., | As either yielding Pleaſure or Promotion: 
I like a mild and lukewarm Zeal in Love, 
Altho' I do not like it in Devotion; 
For it has no Coherence with my Creed, 
To think that Lovers die as they pretend. 
If all that, ſay they, dy, had dy'd indeed, 
# Sure long e'cr now the World had had an End. 
- (EBcfides, we need not love but if we pleaſe; 
No Deſtiny can force Mens Diſpotition, 
And how can any die of that Diſcai:, 
Whereof himſelf may be his own Phyſician ? 
hut ſome ſeems ſo diſtracted of their Wits, 
That I would think it bu: a venial Sin 
6 fo To take ſome of thoſe Innocents that fits 
S In Bedlam out, and put ſome Lovers in; 
Vet ſome Men rather than incur the Slander 
Of true Apoſtates, will falſe Martyrs prove, 
But I am neither ph nor Lean ler, 
| PII neither drown nor hang my felf for Love: 
{Mcthinks a wiſe Man's Actions ſhould be ſuch, 
Asralways yields to Reaſon's beſt Advice, 
Now for to love too little or too much, 
ove; Are both Extremes, and all Extremes are Vice; 


. £4 


0 


Sir 


L 3 Yet 
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Yet have I been a Lover by Report, 
Yea I have dy'd for Love, as others do : 
But prais'd be God, it was in ſuch a Sort, 
That I reviv'd within an Hour or two. | 
Thus have I liv'd, thus have I loy'd till now, oY 
And find no Reaſon to repent me yet; W. 


1 4 


And whoſocver otherwiſe will do, | 
His Courage is as little as his Wit. 4 5 
51 908 (384 852498 SS þ £35 458 

On a WOMAN's Inconſtan4 

cy, and the ANSWER. PF 
4 

*I 

Lov'd thee once, I'll love no more, WV 


Thine be the Grief, as is the Blame; 
Thou art not what thou waſt before, 
What Reaſon I ſhould he the ſame? 

He that can love unloy'd again, 

Hath better Store of Love than Brain, 
God fend me Love my Debts to pay, 
While Unthrifts fool their Love away. 

Nothing could have my Love o'erthrown, 
if thou had ſtill continued mine; 

Yea, if thou had remain'd thy own, 

I might p:rchance have yet been thine, 


. 
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But thou thy Freedom did recal, 
| That if thou might elſewhere inthral ; 
| And then how could I but diflain 
A Captive's Captive to remain? 


When new Deſires had conquer'd thee, 
And chang'd the Object of thy Will, 

It had been Lethargy in me, 

; No Conſtancy, to love the ſtill : 

Tea it had been a Sin to go 

855 | And proſtitute Aﬀection ſo, 

Since we are taught no Pray'rs to ſay 
To ſuch as muſt to others pray. 


an 
vet do thou glory in thy Choice, 
* Thy Choice of his good Fortune boaſt ; 
I'll neither grieve, nor yet rejoyce, 
To ſee him gain what I have loft : 
The Height of my Diſdain ſhall be 
To laugh at him, to bluſh for thee, 
To love thee ſtill, bur go no more 
A begging at a Beggar's Door, 


The 
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9 


1 
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The Ax s wE R, by the Author, at ah. 
KIN G's — s Command. 


HOU that lov'd once, now lov'ſt no more, Bot 
For fear to ſhow more love than Brain; 7 
With Hereſy, unhatch'd before, 1 
Apoſtacy thou doſt maintain. ; 
Can he haye either Brain or Love, 
That doth Inconſtancy approve ? 
A Choice well made no Change admits, 
All Changes argue After-wits. 


Say that ſhe had not been the ſame, 
Should thou therefore another be ? | 
What thou in her as Vice did blame, 4 
Canſt thou take Vertue's Name in thee ? 
No, thou in this her Captive was, 
And made thee ready by her Glaſs: 
Example led Revenge aſtray, ä 
When true Love ſhould have kept the Way, | 


True Love has no reflecting End, 1 
The Object good ſet it at reſt, 
And Noble Breaſts will freely lend T1 


Without expecting Intereſt, t 


5 
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is Merchants Love, *tis Trade for Gain, 
WM To barter Love for Love again: 
y;Y *Tis Uſury, yea worſe than this, 

For Self-idolatry it is. 


t tl hen let her Choice be what it will, 
Let Conſtancy be thy Revenge; 
thou retribute Good for Ill, 

„ Both Grief and Shame ſhall check her Change. 
Thus may'ſt thou laugh when thou ſhall ſee 
Remorſe reclaim her home to thee; 

And where thou beg'ſt of her before, 

She now ſits begging at thy Door. 


s eee 


HK 


1 L. 


Dos Love of others is but Senſe, 
| Againſt which. Reaſon has ſome Fence 
et thou our Reaſon doſt ſubdue, 
Way, Ind it us Captives leads to yon; 
br nothing can your Charms cxceed, 
cept the Vertues which them breed. 


They imploy Cupid and his Darts, 
t without woundng you gain Hearts; 


Theſe 


; 
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Theſe no ſooner begin to burn, i 
But in their Flames they find their Urn: | 
But, like the Sun, you warm all here, 
And burn but ſuch as come too near. 


— - 


There Love can ſatisfy but onc, 
Becauſe *tis Senſe that's doted on; 
But ſo infinite your Vertues be, 

They bleſs as many as you ſee, 
And ſuch as ſee not Fetters wear, 
For Fame does take them by the Ear. 


| Ft 

Wiſhes to them, and Compliment, 
Are Liturgys when on you ſpent: L 
We flatter them, but cannot you, th 


For ye make all our Flatteries true : 
Our Nonſenſe on you's more than Wit, 
For it is an extatick Fit. 


Yet glory not to break poor Hearts, 
Your Image will ſhew leſs in Parts, 
They Subjects are, let it be ſeen, 
You're not a Tyrant, but a Queen, 
The Tode and Spider they can kill, 
But to enliven 's divine Skill. 


Theſe Hearts the Temples are where we 
Do you adore ; then muſt it be 
Great Sacrilege to wrong that Place 
Where hangs the Image of your Face: 
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if we in your Flames muſt dy, 
Il glorious Martyrs be thereby. 
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. . . 
/Paraphraſtical Tranſlation of O#1a's 
+ | 


AVE too long endur'd her guilty Scorn, 
Too long her Falſeneſs my fond Love has born; 
Freedom and my Wit art length I claim, 
dne baſe Paſſion, fly unworthy Flame, 
Life's ſole Torment, and my Honour's Stain, 
t this tir'd Heart, and end my lingring Pain: 
ave reſolv'd to be my own once more, 
g baniſh't Reaſon to her Rights reſtore, 
| throw off Love's tyrannick Sway, that ſtill 
(incroaching Power. 
growing Shame I ſee at laſt, tho” late, 
| my paſt Follies both deſpiſe and hare : 
1 out my Heart, and let her Beauties move, 
onſtant in thy Anger, as thy Love; 
' preſent Pain ſhall give thee future Eaſe, 
bitter Potions cure, tho' they diſpleaſe. 
for this End, for Freedom more aſſur'd, 
zve fo long ſuch Mameful Pains endur'd, 
a ſcorn'd Slave before her Door I lay, 
proud Repulſes ſuffzr'd every Day, 
hout complaining ; baniſht from her Sight, 
tne cold Ground I ſpent the tedious Night, 1 
hi 
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Whilſt ſome glad Rival in her Arms did ly, 
Glutted with Love, and ſurfeited with Joy. 
Thence have I ſeen the tired Favourite come, 
Dragging a weak exhauſted Carcaſs home; 
And yet this Curſe a Blefling I'd cſteem, 
Compar'd with that of being ſeen by him : 
By him diſcry'd attending in the Street: 
May my Foes only ſuch Diſgraces meet. | 
What Toil and Time has this falſe Woman coſt' N u 
How much of unreturning Youth has for her? 1 


(been f di 
How long did I, where Faney led, or Fate, d 
Unthank'd, unminded, on her Rambles wait? th 


Her Steps, her Looks were ſtill by mine purſu'd, 
And watch'd by me, ſhe charm'd the gazing Croy 
My ardent Love, and over fond Deſire, 


d © 
Has been the Means to kindle others Fire. bog 
What need I mention ev'ry little Wrong, d, 


Or curſe the Softneſs of her ſoothing Tongue; oy 
The private Love-figns that in publick paſs, ch 
Between her and ſome common ſtaring Aſs, 
The Coquct Arts her faithleſs Heart allows, 
Or tax her with a thouſand broken Vows : * 
1 hear ſhe's ſick, and with wild haſte I run, 


at 
Officious haſte, and viſit Importune ; x 
Entring, my Rival on her Bed I ſee, DB 
The politick Sickneſs only was to me, = 


With this and more oft has my Love bcen try'd, 
Some other Coxcomb let her now provide, 
To bear her Jilting, and maintain her Pride, 
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batter'd Bark has reach'd the Port at laſt, 

r fears again, the Billows it has paſt : 

aſe your ſoft Oaths, and that ſtill ready Shower, 
oſe once dear Words have loſt their wonted Power 
yain you flatter, I am now no more 

at eaſy Fool you found me heretofore ; 

ger and Love a doubtful Fight maintain, 

Kh ſtrive by Turns my ſtagg'ring Heart to gain: 
o' what can long againſt Love's Power contend ? 
her Love I fear will conquer in the End; 

een do whate'er I can to hate you ſtill, 

d if I love, know ?tis againſt my Will. 


t? WW th Ox, fatigu'd, ſhuns Ploughmans Yoke to wear, 
ſu'd, Wt, ſpite of him, the hated Load muſt bear: 
Crovi I, to Fuy by her Lewdnels rais'd, 


d ofren think the madding Fit had ceas'd ; 

t artful Beauty ſoon that Storm appeas'd : 

d, ſpite of me, my {elf I do enſnare, 

r Falſe and Vicious is varniſſ'd o'er with Fair, 

th with her and withour her I'm in pain, 

d rage to looſe what I ſhould bluſſi to gain, 

certain yet at what my Wiſhes aim, 

ath to abandon Love, or part with Fame. 

5 at Angel Form ill fuits a Soul all Sin: 

be leſs fair without, or more within. 

hen thoſe ſoft Smiles my yielding Powers invada, 

vain I call her Vices to my Aid, 

try © io now diſdaining the Diſguiſe of Art, | 
my Eſteem her Conduct claims no Part : 8 


r Face a natural Right has to my Heart. 
--—— 
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No Critnes ſo black are, to deform her Eyes, 
Thoſe Clouds muſt ſcattcr when theſe Suns ſhall 
Enough, fair Conqueror! the Day's your own, 
See at your Feet Love's vanquiſh't Rebel throws. 
By thoſe dear Joys, Joys dear tho” they are paſt 
When in the kindeſt Links of Love we held each oWhi 
(i 
By the injured Gods your falſe Oaths did proph 
By all thoſe Beauties that inſpir'd Diſdain, 


Se 

ak 

ICH ICH HEICHIEICHSICHEI ISIS [37 
{m 
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Indifferent Lover. B, 


5s not your Beauty nor your Wit, 


Which did my Heart obtain, le 
No, thoſe could never conquer yet F 
Either my Breaſt or Brain ; Lc 
For if ye prove not kind to me, | { 


And true as heretofore, 


hen 
Your Slave I'll henceforth ſcorn to be, 9 
Or dote upon you more. al 


When that I ftrive your Heart to move, 
The further you rcfuſe, 
Intending to increaſe my Love, 
My Patience you abuſe: 


. , - 
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Il T go render Love for Hate, 
ſerve you at Command, 

be induc'd for to intreat 
Pity at your Hand ? 


hall 


'OWNn, 


hilſt you make Nice for to afford 
jther Look or Smile, 

grant me one obliging Word, 

| Sorrows to beguile ; 

nk not my Fancy t' overcome 
proving thus unkind, 

ſmoothing Smile, nor ſhining Frown 
ſatisfy my Mind. 


ch o: 


know the Secreets of your Sex 
perfectly ere now, 

en Maidenheads are laid at Stakes, 
at Women oft can do. 

let Platonicks play thoſe Pranks, 
Folly I deride, 

Love at leaſt I will have Thanks, 
| ſomewhat elſe beſide. 


hen be ingenuous with me, 

ſhall be with you ; 

all your Actions be as free 
Vertue will allow : 
e intend to love me ſtill, 
n do it but Conſtraint ; 

if that Time hath chang'd your Mind, 
tell me, I'm content. 


$1 


I Qmind 
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I mind to love, but not to dote, 


I love for Love again 
And when I know you love me not, 


I'll laugh at your Diſdain : 

If you prove loving, III prove kind, 
If true, I'll conſtant be; 

If Fortune chance to change your Mind, 
I'll change as ſoon as ye. 


Since our Affections then you know 
In equal Terms does ſtand, 
*Tis in your Power to love or no, 
Mine's likewiſe in my Hand ; 
Diſpenſe with your Auſterity, 
Inconſtancy abhore, 
Or, by great Cupid's Deity, 
Fil never love thee more. 


H A 
The Conſtant Lover. 


HE Adamant doth draw indeed 
Iron, a Thing moſt heavy, 

But thou doth draw both Fleſh and Blood, 
All who thee ſees would have thee ; 
When thou does touch, they ſtraight muſt yield, o 
Tho they were ne'er ſo witty : 
To ſave thy Dart, there is no Art, = 
I never rue I loy'd tle, | 


4 
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Thy Body and thy Mind's compleat, 
ature neter framed better; 

y Actions all are ſo diſcreet, 

e World remains thy Dehtor. 

e Mold is loſt that did thee caſt, 
much more thee Pity : 


[will be my Song both firſt and laſt, 
never rue I loy'd thee. 


Tho? thou ſhould ever prove unkind, 
d never ſhow me fayour, 

t ſtill thou haſt my Heart confin'd, 
Fancy cannot waver ; 

e ſtarry Heavens I do atteſt, 

2 Firmament above me : | 
hen would T have my Mind at Reſt, 
thou wouldſt ſay thou loy'd me. 


ET ET IN 


A 


N 


7 iſwajrue from W OMEN. 


ield, PO ME away, do not purſue 
A Shadow that will follow you, 
men lighter than a Feather, 
and loſt, and all together: 
| N dual 
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Such a Creature may be thought 
Void of Reaſon, a Thing of nought. 


Come away, let not thine Eyes 
Gaze upon their Vanities; 
Nor thy better Genius dwell 
Upon a Subject known fo well ; 
For whoſe Folly at the firſt 
Man and Beaſt became accurs'd, 


Come away, thou canſt not find 
One of all that's fair and kind: 
Brighter be ſhe than the Day, 
Sweeter than a Morn in May, 

Vet her Heart and Tongue agrees 
As we and the Antipodes. 


Come away, or if thou muſt, 
Stay a while, yet do not truſt 
To her Sighs, nor what ſhe ſwears ; 
Say ſhe weeps, ſuſpect her Tears: 
Though ſh? ſeem to melt with Paſſion, 
Tis old Deceit but in new Faſhion, 


Come away, admit, there be 
A natural Neceſſity; 
Do not make thy ſelf a Slave 
For that which ſhe deſires to have. 
What ſhe will, or do, or ſay, 
Is meant the clean contrary Way. 
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Come away, or if to part, 

soon from her affects thy Heart; 

Follow on thy Sports and Smile, 

Laugh and kiſs and play a while; 

vet as thou loves me truſt her not, 

Leſt thou become I know not what, 


An ANSWER. 


Ts O ſtay, and ſtill purſue, 
Bid not ſuch Happineſs Adieu. 
Knoweſt thou what a Woman is? 
an Image of celeſtial Bliſs: . 
uch a one is thought to be 

The neareſt to Divinity. 


Stay, O ſtay, how can thy Eye 

Feed on more Felicity? 

Or thy better Genius dwell 

On Subjects that do thus excel? * 
lad it not been for her at firſt, 
Man and Beaſt had lived accurs'd, 


Stay, O ſtay, has there not been 


Of Beauty and of Love a Queen! 
does not Goodneſs term a She 
Vorthy Ks only Shrine to be? 


M 2 And 


— — — 
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And where will Vertue chooſe to ly, 
If not in ſuch a Treaſury ? 


Stay, O ſtay, would'ſt thou live free, 
Then ſeek a nuptial Deſtiny ; 


*Tis not Nature's Bliſs alone, 

She gives but Heav'ns, and that in one. 
What ſhe will, or do, or ſay, 

Never from Truth ſhall go aſtray. 


Stay O ſtay, let not thine Heart 
Afflicted be, unleſs to part 
Soon from her Sport, kiſs and play, 
Whilſt no Hours enrich the Day; 
And if thou doſt a Cuckold prove, 
Impute it not to want of Love. 


EEO ER ER I ne D. 
On the Lady Caſt n. 


HEN Aurelia firſt T courted, 

She had Youth and Beauty too, 

Killing Pleaſures when ſhe ſported, 
All her Charms were ever new, 
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ubtile Time hath now deceiv'd her, 
Which her Glories did uphold; 
her Arts can ne'er reprive her, 
Poor Aureli is growing old, 


hoſe airy Spirits, which invited, 
Are retir'd, and move no more ; 
nd thoſe Eyes are now benighted, 
Which were Comets heretofore. 


ant of thoſe abate her Merits, 
Yet I've Paſhon for her Name: 
nly kind and am'rous Spirits 
Kindle and maintain a Flame. 


FF 
Inconſtancy Repro ved. 


Do confeſs, thou'rt ſmooth and fair, 
And I might have gone near to love thee, 
xd I not found, the ſlighteſt Prayer 
hat Lips could ſpeak, had Power to move thee 
But I can let thee now alone, 
As worthy to be loy'd by none. 


lo confeſs thou'rt ſweet, yet find 
hee ſuch an Unthrift of thy Sweets, 
iy Favours are but like the Wind, 
SubWhat kiſſeth every Thing it meets; 
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And ſince thou canſt love more than one, 
Thou'rt worthy to be lov'd by none. 


The Morning Roſe that untouch'd ſtands, 
Arm'd with her Briars, how ſweetly ſmells, 
But pluckt, and ſtainfd through ruder Hands, 
Her Sweets no longer with her dwells, 
But Scent and Bcauty both are gone, 
And Leaves fall from it one by one. 


such Fate e're Jong will thee beride, 
When thou haſt handled been a while, 
ike fair Flowers to be thrown aſide, 
And you Mall figh when 1 fall ſmile, 
To ſee thy Love to every one 
Hath bronght thee te be loy'd by none, 


A 

1 
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Sacred to the 


Memory of her deceaſt LOVER. 


bj a young Lady, a Member of the Fair Intel- 
lectual Club. 


Beneath the Covert of a rural Shade 
I fing the young, the dear ADON1s dead, 


E friendly Swains, who mourn'd Menalcas Fate, 
And beſt deſerve the Bays in Albion yet: 

iy firſt Eflay in paſtoral Excuſe, 

Indulge my Genius, and protect my Muſe. 


And ye, f ſweet Nymphs, who, like the tuneful Nine, 
improve your Minds, in ſacred Friendſlip join, 
Lich me, in Streams of briny Tears, deplore 

The Young, the dear ApOx1s now no more, 
could I vye, in Verſe of equal Strains, 

Vith Rowe and Fhilips! Thro' the Bririſh Plains, 
\vonis Name and Merits ſhou'd be ſpread, 


and all lament, with me, the Shepherd dead. 
The 


' M/. XI and NM. 2. 4. Members of of he. 
Fair arte Gays in Edinburgh. 


— 
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The hollow Rocks ſhould eccho to my Lays, 


And chirming Birds in Conſort ſound his Praiſe : 


The chryſtal Streams in murmuring Mufick ſhow 
My Tears for fair Apis as they flow: 


The whiſtling Winds ſhou'd bear the News around, 
And Trees ſtrow all their Honours on the Ground: 
Nature ſhou'd yield an univerſal Groan, 


And juſtify the Grief my mournful Muſe makes known. 


Yet tho' T were as much as they renown'd, 
Of Skill poſſeſs'd with Bays and Laurels crown'd, 
IT never cou'd in due Proportion rate 
My Grief with fair AvOx1s early Fate: 

My Verſe wou'd fail in labouring to proclaim 
His Character, and well deſerved Fame, 


But Paſſion can ſupply the Want of Art... 
Nature beſt tells the Language of the Heart. He 
Let Sorrow then in wild Expreſſions break, nd 
And rudely tell how, for ApoOx1s Sake, an 
The young, the dear ADONIs #n the Grave, 

I paſs my Days, nor future Comfort crave. 


0 

O why did IT ſurvive the fatal Day ov 

That ſnatch'd the Pride of all our Swains away! t 

Why did the Fates fo late afford ſich Joy, 'p 

And then ſo ſoon, ſo ſudden thus deſtroy ? y 
What living Swain is bleſs'd with equal Grace ? 

And who can fill, in all Reſpedts, hi 4 

c 2 in all Reſpccts, his Place? 1 


Srrephon 


W 


nd, 


id: 


O Ws. 


2 nere ghoſtly Spectres pitch their driary Tent. 
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nephon may boaſt of Beauty, and an Air; 

ut Strephon's Heart was never ſo ſincere, 

yſis excells in Luſtre of the Mind, 

zut is not half ſo beautiful and kind. 

ne Shepherd wants his quick engaging Wit, 
nother knows not how to manage it. 

his Swain has got a Genius, but ſo dull 

re all his Airs, he ſeems to want a Saul. 
That, makes a Show of Learning and good Sente, 
ur 1s a Stranger to his Eloquence, 

how me a Form ſo lovely and fo fine, 
Mind ſo bright, ſo honeſt, fo divine! 

et whether now are all his Graces fled ? 

Down to the dark, the melancholy Shade. 

lp me, ye Nymphs and Shepherds to deplore 
The young, the dew ADONIS, nw 19 more. 


How can I call his Image back again, 

nd not be rack'd with a tormenting Pain? 

an I with ſweer Compoſure in my Mind, 

hink how belov'd he was, and how obliging kind? 
1! how I'm pain'd to think how well he lov'd, 

ow Vertuous, conſtant, and intenſe he prov'd ? 
low, when our Hopes were at their pleaſing Height, 
t once they ſunk beneath Death's heavy Weight? 

p me, ye Vymphs and Shepherds to diplore 


young, my dear ADONIS now no more. 


In deſart Shades, which Furies ſtill frequent, 


Wnere 


* ' a 
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Where rav*nous Beaſts and Birds of Prey abound, 
And rugged Stones o'crſpread the deſart Ground, 
Where Mountains veil'd with everlaſting Snow 
And aged Oaks with hoary Burdens bow, 
Where dreadful Waters roll with hidcous Force, 
And down the Clifts precipitate their Courſe, 
Where nauſcous Smells and ſulphurous Vapours riſe, 
Where mournful Groans arc heard aud horrid crys, p 
Where ruin'd Walls, o'ergrown with Hemlock, ſtand 
And caſt their frightful Shadows o'er the Land, 
Where mouldring Bones and Skeletons are ſpread, * 
And Rubbiſh looſely in the Entries laid, 
For ever I cou'd, like an Exile, lye 
And know no End of Mourning till I dye, 


If all my Pains cou'd ranſom from the Grave = 
So dear a Shepherd, and my Joys retrive. The 
But cruel Death would ſhut his deaf ned Ears, "Wi 
Scorn all my Grict, and diſregard my Prayers. ind 
Yet ſhall I never ancient Love forget, 01 
Nor be unto his Memory ingrate. Ind 
Unhallow'd Swains Mall never taſte the Blik '0 + 
Deſigu'd for him, and, had he liv'd, been his. by 
Oft o'er his Urn my pious Tears I'll fied, Like 
And mix my Afhcs in it, when I'm dead, ** 
Mean while, upon his Monument, I'il raiſe, JP 
This juſt Inſcription to his living Praitc, 


Whale loving, loved Cu LORIS was my Bride, 
Mature for Heaven, in Bom of Life, 1 dd. 


* 
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iſe, CONCERNING THe 


Preſent State of Lovz and PorTtxy. 


br a Member of the Faik IxTLLECTUAL Crus. 


O thee, O:inda, I may ſafely ſend LE 
Theſe Lines, the ſecret Failing of your Friend. 


There was, alas! there was a happy Time, 
Then Poetry and Love were thought no Crime. 
From Heaven, where all Perfection is, they came, 
Ind long on Earth maintain'd an honeſt Name. 
(0 mungrel Poet ventur'd to r2hearſe 

ind plague Mankind with his infectious Verſe, 
o guilty Lover in the World was known, 

hat felt a Warmth he was aſham'd to own; 
Like Nature's ſelf, in pure untainted Joys, 

heir Lives were ſpent; till, fond of idle Toys, 
n later Ages, Men debauch'd with Eaſe, 

Trew witty, proud, and brake the golden Peace. 
yrants in Learning, Law, and Love came 1n, 
nd the whole World was delug'd o're with Sin, 
II. ets and Lovers, hard'ned in Offence, 


T OHnprov'd their Wandrings from the Rules of Senſe. 
/ Forgetful 
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Forgetful of their Birth and heav'nly Race, 
Both, by Degrecs their noble Cifts debaſe. 
Each. in falſe Colours, decks deluſive Vice, 
Looſes his Vertue, to be chought more wiſe, 

Servants to prompting Luxury and Pride, ? L 
They fondly rove upon the wicked Side 

And Natures chaſt, unerring Laws deride. 0 


But, whence doth all this Depravation flow? 1 
Are there no Cauſes that produce it now? 
Yes,— tho' Corruption ſpreads it ſelf abroad, 
And all Fleſh wanders from the Ways of God, 
Tho? carnal Nature is the Spring from whence 
Theſe great Abuſes teemingly commence, 

Yet while ſuch Locks and Iron Bars controul 
Our freeborn Wills, and priſon up the Soul ; 
While hangmen Criticks tolerated are 

To bound the Poets, who are free as Air; 


And while poor Maids by Parents are conſin'd, Auf 
Condem'd to hide the Longings of their Mind, - 
Ma 


And forc'd to fly the Perſons who can eaſe 
Their reſtleſs Thoughts, and cure their fond Diſeaſe ; Det 
No Wonder then that both their Rights aſſert, 
And, in the Struggle, from their Reaſon ſtart ; 
For all Mankind are naturally bent 


| Whi 

To break rough Laws, and baulk the Government. 
Ack 

C. For 


, 
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* * ** 
A 


HVYMN to PH OE Bs, 


On New-YEear's-Davy, 1718. 
By a young Gentleman in the Univerſity. 


I. 
NRIGHT Phabu, Ruler of the Day, 
Begin another Year, 
Drive ſullen Shades of Night away, 
ind nought but Happineſs ditplay 
In all thy great Career. 


II. 

Auſpicious ſmile with Splendor now, 
Thro' Clouds and Tempeſts ſlüne, 
Make ev'ry Minute ſmoothly flow, 


Let Brarzſh Iſles thy Influence know 


And own thy Pow'r divine. 


III. 
While from thy Orb thou look'ſt around 
On Nations here below, 
Acknowledge none ſo much renour'd 
For Liberty and Right are found, 
Which in Conjunction grow. 
IV. And 
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TY; 
And, in thy radient Journey, own M 
That here thou ſaweſt a King, ; | 
The beſt that ever bleſt a Throne, 
f . At 
Since firſt thy genial Heat was known. 
Ce 
Or Bards began to ſing. 
V. 
So may the Year this Day doth lead 0 
Be termed good and great, 
As thou on GEORGE's Royal Head. 
Celeſtial Gifts, like Beams, doſt ſhed. A 
And ſtill confirm his Quiet, S 
VI. 
With Spoils of War and Wealth of Peace 5 
Support his ſacred Throne, c 
Crown all his Projects with Succeſs 
, Col 
And long his happy Days increaſe, "0 
As thou haſt well begun, 8 
VII. 
Aw'd by his Fame, may Nations ſend On 
Their Bnvoys from afar, E 
To Court the Love of ſuch a Friend. uc 
| On whom both War and Peace depend, No 
If Whom Angels guard with Care, C 
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VIII. 
Make Rebels that refuſe his Sway 
Repent their curſed Crime, 
And humbly haſten to obey, 
Confeſs their Phrenzy, Tribute pay, 
And be govern'd by him. 


IX. 
Own next, O Phebus, thou haſt ſeen 
A Prince of Royal Blood, 
A Princeſs born to be a Queen, 
Whoſe Equal Jove did ne'er ordain, 
At once ſo Great and Good. 


X. 
From faireſt Years and happy Stores 
Of Time, that ſwift dotn run, 
Collect the moſt propitious Hours, 
And pour them on this Prince of ours 
So worthy of a Crown. 


XI. 
On WIIEILAINA's facred Head 
Eternal Sweets diſpenſe ; 
Such Beauty Europe never bred, 
Nor eter adorn'd a Royal Bed, 
Or ever ſhall from hence, 


XII. Fair 


| 
| 
| 


r 


— 
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XII. 
Fair as her lovely ſparkling Eyes. 
Which all Beholders move, 
In Glory, Phabus, now ariſe, 
Own, here ſhe ſhines to your Surpriſe, 
As bright as thou above. 


XIII. 3 

O God of Verſe, and God of Days, g 
Let all thy Sons adorn 1 
The Royal Tribe in heav'nly Lays, p 
And hand their Merits and their Praiſe the 
To Children yet unborn. the 


XIV. 
Eternal Structures on the Theme. 
May future Muſes rear, 
While we at preſent ſound their Fame. 
The Subject with Delight proclaim, 
Nor ſcauty Matter fear, | 


XV. 
We never can exhauſt the Store 
Of ſuch a Loyal Song 
Till thou, O Phabus, looſe thy Pow'r, 
Forget thy Lyre, and Shine no more 
The heav'nly Thrones among. 
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A Country LIFE. 


B) 4 STUDENT in the UNIVERSITY. 


Hate the Clamours of the ſmoaky Towns, 

But much admire the Bliſs of rural Clowns ; 
here ſome Remains of Innocence appear, 

here no rude Noiſe inſults the liſt'ning Ear; 
ought but ſoft Zephyrs whiſp'ring thro' the Trees, 
r the ſtill Humming of the painful Bees; 

he gentle Murmurs of a purling Rill, 

the unweary'd chirping of the Drill 

he charming Harmony of warbling Birds, 

: hollow Lowings of the grazing Herds; 

ne murm”ring Stock-Dovyes melancholly Coo 

hen they their loved Mates lament or Woo; 

he pleaſing Bleatings of the tender Lambs, 

r the indiſtinct mum'ling of their Dames; 

he muſical Diſcord of chiding Hounds, 

h:reto the echoing Hill or Rock reſounds; 

he rural mournful Songs of loye-fick Swains, 
hereby they ſooth their raging am'rous Pains ; 

e whiſling Mufick, of the lagging Plough, 

hich does the Strength of drooping Beaſts renews 


N And 
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And as the Country rings with pleaſant Sounds, Th 


So with delightful Proſpects it abounds : Th 
Thro' ev'ry Seaſon of the ſliding Year, Ke 
Unto the raviſh'd Sight new Scenes appear. Ar. 

In the ſweet Spring the Suns prolifick Ray 1 
Does painted Flow'rs to the mild Air diſplay An 
Then op'ning Buds, then tender Herbs are ſecn, 

And the bare Fields arc all array'd in Green. Y 
| * Ma. 

In rip'ning Summer, the full loaden Vales Ane 
Gives Proſpect of Imployment for the Flails, Wh 
Each Breath of Wind the bearded Groves makes bend, He 
Which ſeems the fatal Sickle to portend. he 

nc 

In Autumn, that repavs the Lab'rers Pains, May 
Reapers ſweep down the Honours of the Plains. 

Anon black Winter from the frozen North 0 
Its Treaſuries of Snow and Hail pours forth; he 
Then ſtormy Winds blow thro” the hazy Sky, nd 
In Deſolation Nature ſeems to ly, - 
The unſtain'd Snow from the full Clouds deſcends, Nut 


Whoſe ſparkling Luſtre open Eyes offends. 

In Maiden-white the glit'ring Fields do ſhine, 
Then bleating Flocks for want of Food repine, 
With wither'd Eyes they fee all Snow around, e v 
And with their Fore-feet paw and ſcrap the GrounWut 
They chearfully do crop th” infipid Graſs; nd 
The Shepherds, fighing, cry, Alas! alas! 
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s, Then pinching Want the wildeſt Beaſt does tame. 
Then Huntſmen on the Snow do trace their Game, 
Keen Froſt then turns the liquid Lakes to GlaG, 
Arreſts the dancing Riv'lets as they paſs, 


How ſweet and innocent are Country Sports, 
And, as Mens Tempers, various are their Sorts. 


You on the Banks of ſoft meand'ring Tweed 
May in your Toils enſnare the wat'ry Breed, 
And nicely lead the artificial Flee, | 
Which, when the nimble watchful Trout docs ſee, 
He at the bearded Hook will briskly ſpring, 
hen in that inſtant twieth your hairy. String, 
nd when he's hook'd, you with a conſtant Hand, 
May draw him ſtruggling to the fatal Land. 


bend, 


Then at fit Seaſons you may cloath your Hook 
Vith a ſweet Bait dreſt by a faithleſs Cook, 

he greedy Pike darts to't with eager Haſte, 

nd being ſtruck, in vain he flies at laſt, 

e rages, ſtorms and flounces thro? the Stream, 
nde, ut all alas! his Life cannot redeem, 

At other Times you may purſue the Chaſe, 
ind hunt the nimble Hare from Place to Place 


ee when the Dog is juſt upon the Grip, 
zrounWut at a Side ſhe'll make a handſome Skip, 


nd ere he can divert his furious Courſe 
far before him, ſcours with all her Force, 


N 2 She'l} 


196 The Edinburgh Miſcellany : 


She'll ſhift, and many times run the ſame Ground; T 
At laſt, outwearied by the ſtronger Hound, A 
She falls a Sacrifice unto his Hate, \ N 
And. with ſad piteous Screams laments her Fate. Al 


And in his Courſe outflies our very Sight, 


See how the Hawk doth take his tow'ring Flight, N. 
Beats down the flut'ring Fowl with all his Might.) 


. Le 
See how the wary Gunner caſts about Bu 
Watching the fitteſt Poſture when to ſhoot, To 


Quick, as the fata! Light'ning blaſts the Oaks, 
He gives the ſpringing Fowl a ſudden Stroak, 


He pours upon't a Show'r of mortal Lead, * 
And ere the Noiſe is heard the Fowl is dead. 2 


Sometimes he ſpreads his hidden ſubtile Snare, 
Of which th' intangl'd Fowl was not aware, 
Thro' pathleſs Waſtes he doth purſue his Sport 
Where nought but Moor-Fowl and wild Beaſts reſort, 


Upon your giddy Heads, with fiery Gleams, 
Then you may bathe your ſelf in cooling Streams, 
Or to the fweet adjoining Grove retire 

Where Trees with interwoven Boughs conſpire 
To form a grateful Shade——their rural Swains 
Do tune their Oaten Reeds to rural Strains. 

The filent Birds fit liſ'ning on the Sprays, 


And in ſoft charming Notes do imitate their Lays, 


There 


When the Noon-Sun directly darts his Beams : 
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d; There you may ſtretch your ſelf upon the Graſs, 
And lull'd with Muſick to kind Slumbers paſs ; 
No meagre Cares your Fancy will diſtract, 
And on that Scene no tragick Fears will act, 


Save the dear Image of a charming She, 
| Nought will the Object of your Viſion be. 


"Wh Away the vicious Pleaſures of the Town, 
Let empty partial Fortune on me frown ; 
But grant, ye Pow'rs, that it may be my Lot 
To live in Peace from noiſy Towns remote. 


T. 
e eee 


UP Q' N 


HAPPINESS. 


By the ſame Hand. 


ret; 


8 


\ TARN'D by the Summer-Suns meridian Ray 
As underneath a ſpreading Oak I lay 

Contemplating the mighty Load of Wo, 

In ſearch of Bliſs that Mortals undergo, 

Who, while they think they Happineſs enjoy, 

Embrace a Curſe wrapt in deluſive Joy, 

I reaſun'd thus: Since the Creator GoD 

Vho in eternal Love makes his Abode, 


N 3 Hath 


ays. 


here 
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Hath blended with the Eſſence of the Soul 
An Appetite as fixed as the Pole, 

That's always eager in Purſuit of Bliſs, 

And always veering 'till it point to this, 
There 1s ſome Object adequate to fill 

This boundleſs Wiſh of our extended Will. 
Now while my Thought round Naturc's Circle runs 
(A bolder Journey than the furious Sun's) 
This chief and ſatiating Good to find 

Th” attracting Centre of the humane Mind, 
My Ears they deafen'd to my ſwiming Eyes, 
His magick Wand the drowſy God applies, 
Bound all my Senſcs in a filken Sleep 

While mimick Fancy did her Vigils keep ; 
Yet ſtill methinks ſome condeſcending Pow'r 
Rang'd the Ideas in my Mind that Hour. 


Methought I wand'ring was, with thouſands more, 
Beneath an high prodigious Hill, before 
Above the Clouds, whoſe tow'ring Summit roſe 
With utmoſt Labour, only gain'd by thoſe 
Who grov'ling Prejudices threw away, 
And with inceſſant Straining climb'd their Way, 
Where all who ſtood their failing Breath to gain, 
With head-long Ruin tumbled down again. 
This Mountain is thro' ev'ry Nation fam'd, 
And, as I learned, CONTEMPLATION nam'd, 
O happy me! when I had reach'd its Top 
Unto my Sight a boundleſs Scene did ope. 


uns 


10re, 


| Fur 
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Firſt, ſadly I ſurvey'd with downward Eye, 
Of reſtleſs Men below the buſy fry, 
Who hunted Trifles in an endleſs Maze, 
Like fooliſh Boys on ſunny Sumuer-Days, 
Purſuing Butter- flies with all their Might, 
Who can't their Troubles in the Chaſe reguite. 
The painted Inſect, he who moſt ad mires, 
Grieves moſt when it in his rude Hand expires z 
Or ſhould it live with endleſs Fears is toſs'd, 
Leſt it take Wing and be for ever loſt. 


Some Men I ſaw their utmoſt Art employ 
How to attain a falſe deceitful Joy, 
Which from afar conſpicuouſly did blaze, 
And at a Diſtance fix'd their raviſn'd Gaze, 
But nigh at Hand it mocik'd their fond Embrace, 
When lo! again it flaſhed in their Eyes, 
But ſtill as they drew near, the fond Illuſion diss. 
Juſt ſo I've ſeen a Water-Dog purſue 
an unflowna Duck within his greedy View, 
When he has, panting, at his Prey arriv'd, 
The Coxcomb fooling ——faddenly it dry'd, 
He, gripping, is almoſt with Water choak'd, 
And grieves that all his tow'ring Hopes are mock'd ; 
Then it emerges, he renews his Toil, | 
And o'er and o'er again he gets the Foil. 
Yea all the Joys beneath the conſcivus Sun, 
And ſofter ones that his Inſpection ſhun, 
Much of their Pleaſures in Fruition fade. 
Enjoy ment o'er them throws a ſullen Shade, 


The 
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The Reaſon is, we promiſe vaſter Things 

And ſweeter Joys then from their Nature ſprings! 
When they are loſt, we weep th' apparent Bliſs, 
And not what really in Fruition is; 

So that our Griefs are greater than our Joys, 
And real Pain ſprings from fantaſtick Toys. 


Tho? all terrene Delights of Men below 
Are almoſt nothing but a glaring Show ; 
Yet if there always were a Virgin Joy 
When t'other fades to ſooth the wanton Boy, 
He ſomewhat might excuſe his hcedleſs Courſe, 
Some Shew of Reaſon for the ſame enfoßgen 
But frugal Nature wiſely does deny ; ESR 5 
To Mankind ſuch profuſe Variety, = A ö 

. . x IEC 

Has what is necdful only to us giv'n 
To feed and chear us in the Way to Heay'n, 
And more would but the Traveller delay, 
Impede and clog him in his upward Way. 


J from the Mount all mortal Pleaſures ſaw 
Themſelves within a narrow Compaſs draw: 


The Libertin? a nanſeous Circle run, hro 
And dully acted what he'd often done. wi 
Juſt ſo when Luna darts her Silver Ray, ho! 
And pours on filent Earth a paler Day ; nd 
From Stygian Caves the flitting Fairies ſcud, ut 
And on the Margent of ſome limpid Flood, nd, 
Which by reflected Moon-Light darts a Glance, nen 


In Mid niglit Circles range themſelves and dance. Ind 
To 


To Morrow, crys he, will us entertain: 


gs: ray what's to Morrow but to Day again? 


ce. 


Deluded Youth no more the Chaſe purſue, 

do oft deceiv'd, no more the Toil renew. 

But in a conſtant and a fix'd Deſign 

Of acting well, there is a laſting Mine 

f ſolid Satisfaction, pureſt Joy, 

For Vertuc's Pleaſures never never cloy : 

hen hither come, climb up the ſteep Aſcent, 
our painful Labour you will ne'er repent, 

From Heav'n it ſelf here you're but one remove, 
ſcre's the Preludium of the Joys above, 

xe you'll behold the awful God-hcad ſhine, 
ind all Perfections in the ſame combine; 

You'll ſce that GOD who, by his pow'rful Call, 
tom empty Nothing drew this ſpacious All, 
lade beanteous Order the rude Maſs controul, 
und ev'ry Part ſubſervient to the Whole; 

lere you'll behold upon the fatal Tree 

nge GOD of Nature bleed, expire and die 

or ſuch as gainſt his holy Laws rebel, 

ad ſuch as bid Defiance to his Hell. 

nro' the dark Gulph, here you may clearly pry 
wixt narrow Time, and vaſt Eternity. 

:hold the GOD-HEaAD juſt, as well as good, 
id Vengeance pour'd on Tramplers on his Blood ; 
ut all the Tears wip'd from his Peoples Eyes, 
nd, for their Entrance, cleave the parting Skies. 
hen ſure you will with holy Ardours burn, 

nd to ſeraphick Heats your Paſſion turn: 


To Thea 
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Then in your Eyes all Mortal fair will fade, 
OF his immortal Beauties but the Shade, 
Your ſelf to him you'll ſolemnly devote, 

To him, without whoſe Providence you're not, 
You'll of his Service reliſh the Delight, 

And to his Praiſes all your Pow'rs excite, 
You'll celebrate his Name in heav'nly Sound, 


Which well pleas'd Skies in Echoes will rebound, 


This is the greateſt Happineſs that can 
Poſſeſſed be in this ſhore Life by Man. 


But darkly here the GOD-Htap we ſurvey, 
Confin'd and cramped in this Cage of Clay. 
What cruel Bands are thoſe to Earth that tics 
Our Souls from ſoaring to their native Skies? 
Upon the bright eternal Face to gaze, 

And there drink in the beatifick Rays: 
There to behold the good One and the Fair, 
A Ray from whom all mortal Beauties are ? 
In beauteous Nature all the Harmony 

1s but the Echo of the Deity, 

Of all Perfection who the Centre is, 

And boundleſs Ocean of untainted Bliſs, 

For ever open to the raviſi'd View, 

And full Enjoyment of the radiant Crew 
Who live in Raprures of eternal Joy, 


Who's flaming Love, their tuneful Harps employ 


In ſolemn Hymns JEHOvan's Praiſe to ſing, 
And make all Heav'n with Hallelujabs ring. 


Or 
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Theſe Realms of Light no further I'll explore, 
thd in theſe Heights I will no longer ſoar : 
Not like our groſſer Atmoſphere beneath, 

The ther here's too thin for me to breathe. 
The Region is unſufferable bright 

And flaſhes on me with too ſtrong a Light. 
Then from the Mountain, lo! I now deſcend, 
And to my Vition put an haſty End. 


5 
57 


On receiving a Flower from his M1sTRESS. 


By the fame Hund. 


| ADAM, the Flow'r that I receiv'd from you, 
Ere I came Home, had loft its lovely Hue. 

As Corns deprived of the genial Day, 

Its ſprightly Bloom did wither and decay. 

Poor, fading Flow'r, I know fall well, ſaid J, 

he Reaſon why you ſhed your Sweets and die; 

ou want the Influence of her enliv'ning Eye. 

he Caſe is mine Abſence, that Plague of Love! 

Vith heavy Pace makes ev'ry Minute move: 


ploy 


Thi It 
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Tt of my Being is an empty Blank, 9 V 
And hinders me my ſelf with Men to rank : Thi 
Your cheering Preſence quickneth me again, 
And new-ſprung Life exults in ev'ry Vein. 
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HO RACE, Book I. Ode xiii. J, 

By Mr. James ARBUCKLE, th 

Anc 

OD Mouutain of the Delpbian God el 
You fee is wrapt in Sheets of Snow; iel 

The Trees, ſuſtaining ſcarce their Load, 3 

Their hoary Heads dejected bow; he g 
And, glew'd with Ice unto the Shore, , In 4 
The active Streams can roll no more. he f 

By . 
With rouſing Fires the Cold deſtroy, . 

And ſet about the flowing Bowl ; þ 1 
Bleed e'ery Grape to give us Joy, 

To cheriſh and exalt the Soul. * 
Hereafrer to the Gods reſign; i The 
Be theirs the Care, Enjoyment thine. ron 

; | decu 
To them this Earth, their Foot- ball leave i 
To kick and tumble as they pleaſe ; == 


From them the Storms Permiſſion have 
To box about the taſty Seas ; 

Vet, ſlill ſubjected to their Will, 

If they but nod, are huſh and ſtill. 


48. 


11, 
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o Morrow, and its Cares deſpiſe ; 
The preſent Moment is thine own ; 
hen ſnatch it quickly ere it flies, 
And ſcore it up as clearly won; 

or ſcruple to indulge the Fire 

f youthful Love, and gay Deſire. 


jd Age will quickly pall the Taſte, 
And blunt the Edge of ſprightly Joys, 
th dozing Sadneſs fill the Breaſt, 

And give no Reliſh but for Toys. 

outh is alone the Time can prove 
lights of Exerciſe, or Love. 


he gentle Talk, the ſoft Embrace 

In ſome retir'd, and dusky Shade; 

ne feigning hidden Maid to trace, 

By her own treach'rous Sneer betray'd ; 
theſe thy Cate, thy Buſineſs ſtill; 

ch Pleaſures Youth alone can f:cl. 


d when with ſtruggling in your Arms, 
The leering little roguiſh Thing 

rous'd, and fluſhing all with Charms, 
decure her Hand, and ſnatch her Ring; 
nen all her Frowns are but a Blind; 


is Pledge enough that ſhe'Il be kind. 


7 
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ODE xxvil. Th 


By the ſame Hand. nc 

\ ] 

| Bake rugged Pbraci ins, ſavage Souls, he 
Fight and diſpute o'er friendly Bowls ; 0 C 

Let us thoſe barb'rons Manners fly, Ah 
And ſpend the Night in peaceful Joy. 5 De 
Leſt honeſt Bacchus ſhould be ſcar'd, Wh: 
Be Blood and Batt'ry quite debar'd, nal 
And far remov'd the Spear and Sword ror 
From Claret, and the mirthful Board. car 
For ill ſuch Weapons are befitting ind 


So jovial and fo kind a Meeting. 
Let therefore no Conteſts be here, * 
But all conſpire t' improve good Chear, 

And loll along the Couch ſupine, ( 
Loft in the Charms of Love and Wine. 

But now before I touch the Glaſs, 

Or let a ſingle Bumper paſs, 

M. gilla's Brother muſt impart I | 
The lovely Miſtreſs of his Heart, 

To whom he Homage pays, and lies 
The willing Conqueſt of her Eyes. 
What ! does the baſhful Rogue deny ? 
Then if I pledge him, let me die. 
Whoe'er ſhe be, a gen'rous Flame, 

As thine is doubtleſs, knows no Shame. 


n 
38, 
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he muſt he loyely could ſubdue 
Youth ſo delicate as you. 
Then freely lay thy Boſome bare ; 
ince all ſuch Truſts are ſacred here; 
and this of thine, by Jove ſhall be 
Law of Silence ſtill to me. 
he? Heav'ns! my Boy, how I regrete 
o cruel and unjuſt——thy Fate! 
zh into what a vaſt Abyſs 
f Woe you plunge in Search of Bliſs ? 
chat Witch with all her magick Charms 
hall free thee from the Coquets Arms, 
rom the dire Influence of whoſe Eye 
carce Fegaſus can with thee fly, 
\nd ſet thee ſafe at Liberty? 


By the ſame Hand. 


EAR Phoceus, fince in Love we ſee, 
As Nature, all muſt equal be, 
t no falſe Senſe of Shame ſuppreſs 
gen'rous Love, or make it leſs ; 
for think unworthy of the Brave 
he Wounds imparted by a Slave. 
Slave could fierce Achilles move, 
id bend the haughty Soul to Love. 


8 
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ODE iv. Boos II. 


And 
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And ſtubborn Ajax, great in Arms, 
Was conquer'd by a Captive's Charms, 
Amidſt the Triumph and the Joy < 
For Hector ſlain, and burning Troy, 
After a ten Ycars ling'ring Stay 
Become at Length the Grecians Prey, + 
Vanquiſh'd by a fair Captive's Eyes, 
The Victor Agamemnon dies, 

And at her Feet the weeping Maid 
The lawrel'd Chief ſees ſuppliant laid. 
How know you too but Chloe's Birth 
May merit you with all your Worth, 
And with new Dignity impreſs 

The faireſt Honours you poſſeſs? 

For ſure that fine that lovely Face 
Beſpzaks no mean Plebian Race. 

Nor can thofe Tears that grace her Eyes. 
Take from a common Cauſe their Riſe, 
But from ſome nobler Sorrow ſtream, 
And Loſs of Royal Kin proclaim; 
Such Grandeur of Diſtreſs they ſhow 
Such ſolemn and majeſtick Woe. 

Oh think not ſuch a charming ſhe 
Can of the ſordid Vulgar be, 

Or ſo divine a Thing take Birth 
From common proſtituted Earth, 
Who with ſuch Firmneſs could diſdain 
The dazling Blandiſhments of Gain. 
Yet, after all, believe me, Friend, 

I do no more than juſt commend 
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er noble Air, and poliſh'd Arms, 

and all her youthful Bloom of Char ms, 
hen be not jealous; for you know 

m paſt ſuch Wagg'ries long ago, 

iy Blood grown languiſhing and old, 
ind froze with forty Winters cold. 


Be I a no lodopol doh 


ODE xx1x. Book III. 


By the ſame Hund. 


Thy Horace keeps for thee in Store 
hat, wanting thee, no Pleaſure brings, 
K Cask of Wine ne'er pierc'd before, 
ith Roſes to adorn thy Brow, 
nd mix the Luſtre it Mall ſhow. 


Rrar Off-ſpring of the Trrhene Kings, | | 
| 
' 
1 


hy Mould you ſtill on Tyber gaze, 
Or Ano rolling down the Steep ? 
i no Place but Freſcati pleaſe, 

And elſewhere you no Revels keep ? 
can ſuch narrow Bounds confine 
Soul ſo free and large as thine ? 


hen haſte, and to be truly Great, 

The great Ones nauſeous Plenty fly. 

nd from thy ſtately Houſe retreat 
Whoſe haughty Roof invades the Sky ; 


He O 


210 * The Edinburgh Miſcel/any : 


And with a vertuons Scorn look down 
On the vain, giddy, noiſy Town. 


Oft-times the Great have thus retir'd 

To breath a free and purer Air, 
A Shepherd's cleanly Celi admir'd, 
And ſweetly fed on homely Fare: 
Oft thus have ſmooth'd, and ſoftned been 
The gather'd Brow, and burſting Spleen. 


Lo now, while S's enliv'ning Beams 
Play warmly on the flow'ry Meads, 
The Swain conducts to cooling Streams 
His Flocks, and ſeeks the Sylvan Shades; 
Silent the Brook its Borders laves, 
Nor curls one Breath of Wind the Waves: 


While you with reſtleſs Care attend 
The Peace and Settlement of Rome, 
Intent what foreign Wars impend, 
Or ſecret Miſchief's Brood at Home; 
And your own Quiet all forego, 
To watch the Motions of the Foe. 


But know, a wiſer Providence 
Hath hid in Clouds of endleſs Night, 
Impervious to the ſtrongeſt Senſe, 
Things future from weak Mortals Sight, 


Wd Mt 


Sr 
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And laughs to ſee them yainly try 
The Depth of vaſt Eternity. 


Snatch at the Joys the preſent Hour, 
The paſſing Inſtant now beſtows, 
The reſt is all beyond our Pow'r, 
And like the fickle Tyber flows, 
That now beneath its Banks ſubſides, 
And gently to the Ocean glides ; 


Anon with dreadful Noiſe and Roar 
Impetuous Rolls a broken Flood, 
Augmented with the mould'ring Shoar, 
And Ruins of the neighb'ring Wood ; 
And headlong ruſhing, ſweeps away 
Flocks, and their Folds into the Sea. 


He Maſter is of Life alone, 
And happy Lives, that thus can ſay 
Fach Night; to Day has been my own, 
* And I have clearly liv'd to Day: 
he then to Morrow foul or fair, 
„ »Tis all a Caſe; that's not my Care. 


„What's paſt has certainly been mine, 
« Not Fate it ſelf can make it void, 
„ Nor Pow'rs, ſhould all the Pow'rs combine, 
« Revoke the Goods I have enjoy'd : 
Nought can prevent the acted Scene; 
G What has been, ſpite of Jove, has been. 


O 2 


A perfect Jilt this Fortune is, 
And blind, but obſt inately blind 
Still playing Bo-peep with her Bliſs 
To teaze and torture poor Mankind, 
And idly whiffing thro” the Air 
Her empty Bubles here and there. 


T like her while with me ſhe ſtays, 

But ſoon as e'er ſhe takes the Wing, 

Let Fools purſue her, if they pleaſe, 
Her Favours back again I fling ; 

Then take to vertuous Poverty ; 

A Spouſe with whom I can live free. 


III never be her paſſive Slave, 

But all her Tyranny controul, 
In conſcious Innocence be brave, 

And in my Vertue ſheath my Soul, 
Secure from Taint, or cank'ring Ruſt, 
The Breath of Envy, or of Luſt. 


When Tempeſts toſs the raging Floods, | 
I make no lamentable Pray'rs, 
Nor ſtrike a Bargain with the Gods 
For future Vows, and preſent Tears, 
To ſave my Wealth from adding more 
To th' all devouring Ocean's Store, 
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Amidſt the Storms I'll ſafely ride, 
Supported by a ſteady Mind ; 

My Bark ſhall ſtem the ſetting Tide, 
And bear againſt each adverſe Wind: 

My Vertue ſhall make all ſerene, 

Diſperſe the Storms, and calm the Main. 


213 


NRX RRR RN WY) 
e 


ODE vii. Boox IV. 


By the ſame Hand. 


HE Snows are fled ; along the Plain 
The Graſs its flow'ry Mantle ſpreads : 
The Trees a comely Load ſuſtain, 
And wave in Air thcir flowing Heads. 


The Earth its gayeſt Robes puts on 
The muddy Rivolets refine : 

And filver'd with th' incumbent Sun, 
The limpid Currents gayly ſhine. 


The Graces feel tu' indulgent Change, 
And dance before the tuneful Swain; 

Along the Vallcy's naked Range, 
And beautifie the painted Plain. 


O 3 
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My Lord ; the ſwift revolving Year, 
The fleeting Seaſons let us know 

There is no true Perfection here, 
No laſting Happineſs below. 


The Winter Storms, when Spring returns, 
To Zp'y's ſofter Whiſpers yield; 

Spring's gaudy Dreſs the Summer burns, 
And loads with ripening Corn the Field. 


With Apples crown'd, and yellow Sheaves, 
Fair Ceres then begins her Reign, | 
But ſoon the Earth all naked leaves, 
And dolctul Winter comes again. 


Yet Time thoſe daily Waſtes repairs ; 

The Stars again reſtore the Spring, 

Produce new Seaſons, and new Years, 
And move in an eternal Ring, 


But more unkappy we become 
Merc Shadows, and to Atoms fly, 
Whene'er the Fatcs pronounce our Doom, 
And cruel Fluto bids us die. 


Who knows if Heav'n another Day 
Will add to theſe already paſt, 
Cr ſnatch us inſtantly away, 
And make the preſent Gaſp our Laſt? 


The 
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he Goods of Life then freely uſe, 
And gratify a liberal Mind ; 

hy greedy Heir ſhall ne'er abuſe 

A Wealth you cannot leaye behind, 


Once you have left your native Earth 
To wander on the Sygian Shore, 

he Honours of a noble Birth 

Will plead in thy behalf no more. 


do more, thy awful Doom once read, 
Will then thy Eloquence prevail, 

Nor ev'n thy Piety cvade 

A Sentence nothing can repeal. 


er chaſteſt Votary to ſave, 

The chaſteſt Goddeſs ſtrives in vain, 
id in the Dungeon of the Grave, 
And bound with an eternal Chain, 


dor leſs in vain the gloomy Shades 
Did Theſcus greatly bold, explore, 
und ſupplicate the fatal Maids, 

His dear Firithous to reſtore. 


Thi 
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01 

By the ſame Hund. ch 

The 

& Uh AS Night, the Sky ſerene and fair, nj 
And nia ſhone divinely clear, The 
Wlüle all around her Starry Train Put 
With Spanglcs fill'd the Azure Plain; y 
When you, my falſe, ungrateful Fair, 1C 
Did to your raviſh'd Lover ſwear. he 
Unmindful of almighty Jove, Nl 
And all the righteous Pow'rs above, | \nd 
With flatt'ring Love, and melting Charms * 
You graſp'd me in your trembling Arms, Dr 
Cloſs as the Elm the circling Vines, and 
Or round the Oak the Ivy twines, rh 
And in the Tranſports of that Hour e 
Thus to the Gods perfideous ſwore. \nd 
« Wolves ſhall no longer ſearch their Prey, don 
c. Nor Storms infeſt the Biitiſb Sea, ad 


& Light from the Sun no longer ſtream, 
ce Then De!3.« meets thy mutual Flame. 
Ah! do not faithleſs Maid, expect, 

Til paſs unpuniſn'd thy Neglect, 

Or thou ſhalt ſtill ſecure my Heart 
With fraudful Vows, and guilty Art, 


For 
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or if thy Horace only can 
Jo what the Gods decreed, a Man, 
do more ſhall he conſume and pine, 
or proſtituted Charms like thine ; 
do more to Heav'n, and thee complain, 
for call upon the Gods in vain, 
\hen he ſome happier Youth ſhall ſee, 
Tho' not more kind and true than he, 
njoy thoſe Nights of ardent Bliss, 
Thoſe Joys that ſhould alone be his; 
ut, like a Man, ſeek out the Maid, 
y whom his Love ſhall be repaid. 
ad thou, my happy Riral, know, 
Tho now triumpheſt in my Woe, 
oſſeſſing all that Man can ſe, 1 
ind panting on her glowing Cheek; 


ho' thou art Chief among the Swains, 
r hadſt vaſt Flocks, and fertile Plains, 
ind Floods, whoſe radiant Eoſoms boaſt 
thauſtleſs Wealth, a Golden Coaſt : 

2 you as ancient Sages Wile, 

ind beautiful as Summer Skies, 

don you the fickle Fair fil mourn, 

ad I inſult you in my Turn, 
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PAILANDER. | 


1 


PASTOR A 1 
On the DEATH of 
F AMES 


BUSES of 


HAMIL T ON 


CORIDON and MENALCAS. 6 


"CORIDON 


WH all in Tears Menalcas ?2—Prithee tell: 


Is your ſweet Amaryllis kind and well? Ah 
| MENALCAS. # 
| 11 
| My charming Amaryllzs well! Heaven muſt edu 
Protect the lovely Maid, if Heav'ns juſt. h 
| While Fates all that is brave and great purſue, "W 


*Tis hard the ſofter Sex ſhou'd ſuffer too. 


M 
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886 by Fair is well, as yonder Heaven fair, 
8 ad true as Sighs of dying Lovers are. 


is that alone ſupports my drooping Life; 
{ ſe I wou'd fink in an Abyſs of Grief. 


COREND A. 


Are all thy Flocks entire then? Can ſuch Woe 
roceed from loſing of a Kid or two? 


MENALC AVS. 


Periſh my Flocks— They are no more my Care, 
don't enquire, nor know I where they are : 
h Cordon ! Ah whither haſt thou ſtray'd ! 
N rin what lonely Field doſt thou refide ? 
hat only you don't know Philander's dead, 


hile ev'ry Eye drops Tears and ev'ry Heart doth 
(bleced, 
. « 7 mourn Philander dead, tho' not 0'ercome, 


« But baſely burried to bis filent Tomb, 


CORIND. A. 


Ah Woe ! Eternal Woe !-—1nd is he gone, 
ar Hopes all baffl'd, and our ſelves undone ? 
nd is the beſt, the braveſt of his Kind, 
educ'd to Nuſt, and in an Urn confin'd ? 
h ſay Menalcas !/\—— Dear Menalcas, tell, 

ie, what hard Fate the great Fhilander fell. 


N 
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MEN ALCAS, : * 

Twixt him and Dimon, as the Story goes, 
A hot Debate about à Field aroſe: , 
Fhilander nor with Hopes nor Fears miſled, 
His better Claim with mildeſt Reaſon pled : 1 
While jealous Damon with Diſtruſt betray'd, n 
To feed his Rage miſtook whatc'er he ſaid. a 
Fhilander truſting to his rightful Cauſe, or 
Submits the Plea unto our Rural Laws. 8 
But wicked Tſis who had always ſtood a 
A mortal Foe to all that's juſt and good: h 
Thy: fis that Wretch, the Author of our Woes, hi; 


From whoſe curſt Counſel our Misfortune flows, he 
Baſely prevails on Damon to rely 


| On Force: And brave Philander to defy. 'h 
1 In vain Philaader firit declines in Fight, hi 
| To ſhow his Skill, and Juſtice of his Right : or 
: Infatuate Damen ſtill the Challenge ſent, nce 
| *Till he provokt the peaceful Swains Conſent. ur 
N Both knew to fight, but neither knew to yield: Ind 
5 Both go with equal Heat unto the Field: nen 
N Damon at laſt receives a fatal Wound: d fa 
x He reels in Death and tumbles on the Ground. 70 
= With gen'rous Haſte Philander runs to ſtay K 
His dizzy Foe before lie faints away. A 

efen 


Mean while falſe Thy fs aims a cowardly Blow, 

That unexpected kills Fhilander thro ! 9 
« 1 mourn Philander dead tho? not o*ercome, 

ut baſely hurried to his filent Tomb, 


Phila: Y 


1 
* 
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hilander was the Glory of our Plains; 
he firſt and beſt of all our happy Swains : 
appy whilſt thro” theſe Fields his Flocks he drove, 
ind ſung of Ceres Goodneſs, Sylvia's Love. 
[was then our Swains liv'd all in fall Delight, 
n Mirth by Day, in ſoft Repoſe by Night, 
ith no Misfortune preſt, of none afraid 
or Ceres heard whenefer Philander pray*d. 
& mon Philander dead, tho? not o'ercome ;; 
% But baſcly hurried to his filent Tomb, 
hat Joy fill'd every Nymph, and every Swain! 
hat chearful Shouts rung thro? the flow'ry plain! 
hen Ccres gave Philander her Commands 
oncerning Her's and great Apoll''s Lands? 
hat vaſt Advantages did we propoſe, 
"hich now by his untimely Fall we loſe ! 
or whatſoc'cr he ask'd he ſure wou'd gain, 
nce good Phil ander ne'er did plead in vain. 
ur Flocks wou'd then in diſtant Paſtures roam 
4: nd feed abroad as ſafely as at Home. 
hen we thro” all theſe charming Fields fhou'd rove 
> famous for the great Apill's Love. 
* « 7 mown Philander dead, - tho” not o'ercome ; 
“But baſely hurried 10 bis filent Tomb, 
h! never more ſhall we behold the Swain 
fend our Paſtures and our Rights maintain. 
o more ſhall we be charmed with his Song: 
0 more be pleas'd with his melodious Tongue: 
hile he with pointed Wit and ſolid Senſe, 
Philaueads gaiuſt our Foes or ſtands in our Defence. 


— 


WS, 
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No more ſhall we behold that gallant Air, 
The Vouth's Delight and Pleaſure of the Fair: 
Ah no ! that lovely Perſon's Duſt become; 
And brave P!z!ander moulders in a Tomb. 


& Lament his Fall ye Nymphs, lament ye Swains 

& In mou/njut Notes and never dying Strains, 
Nothing but Grief thro” all the Land is found, 
While groaning Ecchos doleful Criz:s reſound. 
The Shepherds Moans their liſt'ning Flocks amaze 
Who ſtruck with Wonder now forget to graze, 
The Signs of Woe the ſighing Flowers array, 
Their Colours fail, their meeting Blooms decay: 1 
The Trees drop withered Leaves, their ·loſſoms fa 


All Nature mourns the brave Philander dead. Oh 
The Sun no more of Light and Beauty proud, Wa 
How pale and fainting Shrinks behind a Cloud, Th 
Wrapt in a Cloud, thinks Shame to bring the D; 4 
Or view our Sorrows with a ſmiling Ray. Sup 
A ſullen Damp does all the Land o'erſpread Or 
While every Creature mourns Philander dead. I 
& Tament his Fall ye Nymphs, lament ye Swains His 
c In mournju; Nutes, and n:ver dying Str * 1 
ne 

CORI DAN Wh 

But ſee Minalcas, fee that glorious Sight, Ad 
Which gilds the Heavens, fills our dazled Sight. No 
Thus, as on Earth his Fame, Philande/”'s Soul, Hei 
With heav'nly Brightneſs ſhines from Pole to Poll Wil 
And he whoſe Blood a Ruffian's Malice ſlied All 


As far as Heaven above Mankind is fled. Ben 
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1, Iiſcrib'd to Mr. M——- |. 

By a Yourn in his Fifteenth Tear. 
uy P W/V // "OY ® 
Co HOBBINOL, THENOT. 


HE tender Muſe but now reveal'd to Day 

On rural Plains firſt trys her infant Lay: 
Oh did Menalcas lame my Boſom-Fire | 
1 With Ardour equal to my fond Deſire ! 
The liſtning Plains attentive to my Voice 
In all their gayeſt Honours ihould rejoyce ; 
Superior Lays even Philomel ſhould own 
Or with her ſweeteſt Notes the Conſort crown. 
Twas Night, and now the rapid Weſtern Sun 
His Length of Race impetuous had run 
The Winds were huſh'd, the Purple Skies ſerene, 
And roſie Dews bedeck'd the Sylvan Scene; 
When ſpeeding homeward from the dusky Plains, 
Advanc'd, with darkling Pace, two ſimple Swains. 
aht. [Now bliſsful Eaſe ſmil'd on the happy Ground; 
n Her golden Wings expanded all-around 
poll With downy Reſt the peaceful Shepherds crown'd : 
All but poor Hobbinol / his woful Breaſt 


Beneath a Weight of Sorrows lay oppreſt. 


The 
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The filent Vale reſounds his murm'ring Sighs ut 
And ſtruck with Sympathy each mournful Note replisWTo 
Him, filent groaning out his mighty Pain, n \ 
Addreſt in friendly Tears his fellow Swain. nyi 


THEN O. 


Oh Swain ſome dreary Care I plainly ſee 
Conceal'd beneath that woful Melody, 
Ay me for Hobbinol the ſweet and gay! 
Whoſe ' tuneful Pipe oft wak'd the lazy Davy, 
Who crown'd with gladſom Lays the ſmiling Spri 
The joyful Day oft ſtay'd to hear him fing ! 
But now alas! may unattentive go 
For ah the chearful Note is chang'd to Woe ! 
Yet ſay, dear Hind, what racking Troubles ſeize 
Thy tuneful Breaſt and rob thy wonted Eaſt ? 


For ſee in yonder Heav'n, remaining Light 5 
Vet golden Smiles and lengthens on the Night. 2 
HOB BINOI. 8 

Ah me! —tthe grieved Swain began to ſay — 
While equal Sighs kept Meaſure with his Lay: 5 
Ah welladay! my blibful Hours are gone of 
And all my Mirth and all my Muſick donc. "p 


Until I knew her Face, dcyoid of Carc, 
Freſh as the Spring I grew, and as the Morning fairy 
With the ſweet golden Dawn ſerene I roſe 
And ply'd my chearful Pipe till Evning cloſe = 
To every Scene of Love I took my Way 9 
And, ſweetly ſinging, crown'd the ſmiling Day 


Bu 
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ut now- no more thoſe downy Sweets I boaſt 
plie Fro me the breathing Charms of Spring are loſt, 

n vain the cooling Shade and fragrant Grove 
nvite me to their balmy Scenes of Love. 
rom this unhappy Time and Iuckleſs Hour 
he Buſh ſhall be my Bed, the Brake my Bow'r, 
My Limbs beneath ſome heavy Cliff VII lay, 

And, inly Mourning, figh my {elf away. 

aſt Night when grateful Sleep had cloſed mine Eyes 

ſaw a frightful Viſion in this wiſe 

lethought I flew ſwift to a Meadow green, 
he ſweetcſt Spot that e'er mine Eyes had ſeen, 

Jere purple Flow'rs, the choiſeſt of the Spring, 

n which ſoft Zephyre ſpreads his roſy Wing, 

il'd in their flow'ry Robes, and deckt the Ground 
ith downy Sweets and laughing Pleaſures crown'd. 
ne Side was cover'd with a goodly Shade 
ſwerving Vines and tow'ring Lindens made. 

o this gay Bow'r a blooming beauteous Maid 
vanc'd, with Garlands green and Flow'rs array'd; 
don her Head ſhe wore a Violet 

ith Daffadils, and crimſon Lillies ſet. 

h peerleſs Laſs! adorn'd all bright and gay, 

ir as the ſpringing Flow'r in merry May, 

e red Roſe meddled with the lightfom White, 
cir low'ry Charms in her fair Cheeks unite, 
le her Eye-brows, and her twinkling Eyes 
one brighter far than Stars in yonder Skies. 
came, but not alone, ſome happy Swain 

the fair Maid along the flow'ry Plain, | 
3 P And 


8 fair 
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And ſafely ſhelter'd in the ſecret Shade. 


His ardent Vows of Love to her he made; Hi 
With jocund Ear ſhe heard his plighted Vow,  * 
And ſweetly ſmil'd to find her Shepherd true; I 


But ah alas !—it was the faithleſs Laſs 
Whilom I courted on the downy Graſs. 
To me ſhe fondly plighted then her Troth, 


And ſeal'd the fatal Promiſe with an Oath. 
Sudden I waken'd with the diſmal Sight At 
Nor clos'd mine Eyes again the live-long Night, IN. 
But with the rudy Dawn I left my Bed Ye 
And, ſighing, to the lonely Cypreſs-Shade So 
My Footſteps bent; where in the baleful Scene TI 
No Bloom, the Hope of Spring, was ever ſeen, In 
No chearful Plants the dreary Bow'r adorn, Ct 
But noxious Hemlock and rough prickly Thorn Le 
Here wak'd with the approach of early Day, An 
A tuneful Lark ſalutes the Morning gray, To 
He ſtrain'd his warbling Note ſo ſweet and clear, An 
That all the dewy Fields rejoyc'd to hear, Oh 
But chiefly woo'd his coy diſdainful Mate Th 
That ſcornful, on a neighb'ring Alder fate, Let 
But ſullen fill, the lordly Dame appear'd Hi 
When lo a mounting Lark aloft ſhe heard, Oh 
Pleas'd on the Wing ſhe ſoars, away they fly Th 
And left the widow'd Bird alone to figh : To 
At Length extauſted with the painful Woe Th 
His tuneful Lays their wonted Charm forego, An 
In moody Sighs he groan'd away his Breath, Ab 


And, droping from the Bough, expir'd in Death ! An 


= 


en 
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To weeping all I did my ſelf reſign: 

How like the woful Caſe alas to mine? 

„Thus he unfolds his Smart and raging Pain, 

And had this Anſwer from his friendly Swain. 


TIN. 


Oh hapleſs Boy, thy Voice and mournful Caſe 
At once my Sorrows leſſen and encreaſe. | 
My filent Breaſt is touch'd with equal Pain, 
Yet ever could I hear thee thus complain. 
So haſting ofcen from the Sylvan Field 
The charming Philomel have I beheld 
In a cold Night, perch'd on the ſpreading Boughs; 
Charm all the loving Shepherds with her Muſe. 
Let not a fooliſh Dream diſturb thy Mind; 
And Dreams are often contrary we find. 
To yonder ſtarry Arch lift up thine Eye 
And view thoſe Fires that light the ſpangled Sky, 
Oh beauteous Stars! how beauteous then muſt he 
That form'd your Spheres and ſparkling Glories be ? 
Let him, fair Boy, engroſs thy wounded Heart: 
His bounteous Love will eaſe the raging Smart. 
Oh! let us only Love and ſtill admire 
The Pow'r that crown'd our Hearts with vital Fire! 
To him from whoſe bleſt Hands all Bleflings {pring 

- 
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The humble Tribute of our Praiſes bring 
And ſing his Name who gives us Flame to ſing. 
Above yon Azure Roof our Souls ſhall fly, 


2th ! And ſoar at Length to Bliſs triumphantly. 
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Oh bliGful Change! for fimple Swains to go | 
Where evermore they're bleſt and free from Woe. 4 
Till then to dreſs the Glebe be all our Care, C3 
Wald with the chearful Birds, and Morning fair, 
To tend the wooly Breed, to pull the Vine 

And fhare the Bleſſings of our native Wine, 

Amid the flow'ry Fields ſerene to reve, 
Ranſack the balmy Bow'r and breathing Groye, | 
Thus with Ambroſial Sweets regale the Soul, 9 ( 
And in a Tide of ſpotleſs Pleaſures roul. 

To thee Creator boon, whoſe genial Hands 

Sends down thy choiſeſt Bleſſings on our Lands, 


Let all our Fields with endleſs Praiſes ſound, L 
And all our Hills the grateful Lay rebound | 
Bur ſee while yet I ſpeak, deſcending Night Ane 
Gains on the Skies and baniſheth the Light. Wh 
' So 

lu. 
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CHAPTER II 


£ 


$0LOMON's SONG. 
By the ſame Hand. 


* lovely as the Roſe whoſe bluſhing Pride 
Adorns with flow'ry Sweets fair Sharon's Side: 
And as the Lilly glows with brighter Charms 
When center'd in the Thorn's encircling Arms, 
do ſhines my lovely Fair amid the Dames, | 
Fluſh'd with more ſprightly and exalted Flames. 
Whar blooming ruddy Charms combine to grace 
The heavy enly Maid, and beautify her Face! 


B RID E. 


As Apple-Trees adorn the Sylvan Glade 

By yielding choiceſt Fruit and cooling Shade, 

f "1th ſmiling Gold the nodding Branches crown, 
mbibe the Sun and make his Rays their own, 
Vhile breathing Odours charm the diſtant Ground, 
o is my Lord with freſheſt Glories crown'd. 

upine upon his ſnowy Breaſt I lay 

AP nd loſt in Raptures all the ſmiling Day. 


P 3 Then 
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Then to the Nuptial Chamber we remove, 
The Scene of chaſt Delights and pureſt Love, 
Perpetital Fountain of domeſticle Sweets 

That with ten thouſand Charms the Soul invites! 
But oh th' eſtatick Bliſs! I faint, I die : 


The balmy Scent of Apples now apply 

For fick of mighty Love, entranc'd I lie, 

Ye blooming Maids that grace fair Salem's Court, 

Sa may the nimble Hinds enhance your Sport, 

As you prolong his golden balmy Reſt 

With all the Sweets of downy Pleaſure bleſt. 

But hark the matchleſs Voice! tis he, my King 

Hark how the Plains and vocal Mountains ring, 
He flies exulting o'er the diſtant Plains, 


| 
| 
| 


Impatient till his longing Bride he gains, - 
R Shi 

BRIDEGROOM, 
Ariſe, my brighteſt Fair, and come away, : 
- Behold the purple Beauties of the Day. W. 
Now the black Winter's gone, and chilling Rains Th 
No more in ſluicy Sheets o'erwhelm the Plaims, Re 
But gently in their winding Channels glide, Fr 
Diffuſing bloomy Life on every Side, R ; 
Returning Spring ſmiles on the purple Scene U. 
And blends with roſy Gold the chearful Green. Ut 
The ſweet harmonious Tenants of the Sky De 
Wak'd with the roſy Dawn tow'r up on high, At 
Or in the ſecret Shade and breathing Grove Li 
Salute the Scaſon, bliſsful Time of Love. A 


Now 


low 
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ow the chaſte Turtle Coos on every Tree, 

and ſtrains her tuneful Throat to welcome thee. 
he Fig- trees all are cloth'd with chearful Green 
\nd bluſhing Cluſters on the Vine are ſeen, 
hile balmy Zephyre rifles all the Spring 

ith every breathing Odour on his Wing, 
The fragrant Soul of vernal Flow'rs exhales, 
And with Ambraſial Scents the flow'ry Scene regales, 
Oh! fair and fpotleſs as the Virgin Dove 0 
(The Emblem both of Innocence and Love) 
Immortal Charms thy ſacred Face adorn 

Gay as the Light, and ſoft as infant Morn, 

See how the Hours their downy Wings diſplay 

And crown with roſy Light the ſmiling Day. 

But oh the brighter Glories of thy Face 

Shine forth with ſweeter Charms and fairer Grace ! 


- 


B RI P E. 


My ruddy Spouſe is mine, and I am his, 
We'll feaſt on mutual and tranſporting Bliſs, 
The ſhinning Youth crown'd with immortal Charms 


Reclines amid the Lillies infant Arms. 


From Flow'r to Flow'r with gay Delight he Roves, 
Ranſacks the painted Meads, and roſy Groves, 

Until the purple Beauties of the Light 

Unvail the dewy Scene abroad to Sight, 

Do thou my beſt Beloy'd our Joys extend, 

And every Moment in freſh Bliſſes ſpend : 

Like two young Roes on heavenly Love we'll feaſt, 
And charm all anxious Cares and Thoughts to reſt; 
1H E 
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e gde dag 7 


1 


GROVE or INTERVIEW. 
By the ſame Hand. 


E Shades, and blisful Scenes of ſecret Love, 
Still thro' your viſionary Maze I rove, 


Still view the chequer'd Gloom and artful Night, 
Invite by Turns, by Turns exclude the Light. 
Ambroſial Scents regal'd the genial Scene, 

With fragrant Shrubs and balmy Eglantine. 

Here op'ning Flow'rs diffus'd on every Side, 

Call forth their Charms, and ſmile with wanton Pride. fre 


Lillies on Lillies, Sweets on Sweets ariſe, dr E 
And all the Spring in gay Confuſion lies, nd 

To this bleſt Seat of Love the heavenly Maid e ce 
Approach'd, in all her dazling Charms array'd. fere 


Heaven what new Glories, what uncommon Light ) 
Improves the Gloom, and charms the raviſh'd Sight! an 
With brighteſt Pride, and bluſhing Rays ſhe ſhone, hic 
And every ſcatter'd Grace was crowded into one. pon 
Enamour'd Gales enrich'd with breathing Flow'rs | 'Fl 
Fly from the chearful Fields, and fragrant Bow'rs 

To crow'd about her, and with ſoft Embrace 

Play in her ſwelling Breaſt and bloomy Face. 


When 
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hen ſhe was born, around the ſmiling Maid 

=} Was all the flow'ry Spring at once diſplay'd, 
ith all the Charms of purple Youth ſhe glows, 
yeet as the golden Dawn and op'ning Roſe. 
ot when deſcending Dews, and vernal Show'rs 
pply the Fields and glad the drooping Flow'rs, 
ecter their tender infant Blooms unfold 
o charm the dazled Eye with ſpringing Gold. 
row n'd with her ſhin ning Light the beauteous Scene 
ſſum'd a brighter Dreſs and freſher Green. 

hat melting Things ſhe ſaid, what Accents ſweet 
ch Word with choiceſt balmy Charms replete ! 
us on a Violet Bank that richly glows 
he Weſtern, infant Breeze Ambroſial flows, 
nd there both rifles Odour, and beſtows. 
ere ſpotleſs Love grac'd with his golden Dart 

either Side transfixd a Virgin Heart. 
ide. re from infernal Luſt or baſe Deſire, 
dr Heaven had kindled up the holy Fire, 
nd to their native Clime our Flames aſpire. 
conſcious Thickers and ſurrounding Groves 
ere witneſs to the Scene of blisful Loves, 


3 


it „ bluſhing as the Morn, the roſy Maid, 
ht! an tell what ſoft endearing Things we ſaid, 
> ich from our Lips the crowding Gales convey'd ; 


don their purple Wings they borc 'em thence, 


id to the Fields and Groves did thoſe ſoft Sweets 
in ! (diſpenſe. 
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A SwaLlLow's Neſt 


By a Lapr, in a Letter to her Fxit x 


| 6 * thee, Dear Friend, I muſt impart 
The cruel Suff'rings of my Heart, . 
By Love or Fortune not oppreſt: Or 
I mourn the Fall of Swallow Neſt, To 
: WI 


When ſavage Winter poſts away 

And ſofter Gales begin to play, 

Then Flora, on her filken Wings, 
Delight ro Birds and Poets brings. 
Scarce new-blown Buds the Meads renew 
When they the pleaſing Task purſue : 
Apollo does their Song inſpire ; 

Apoll) loves the warhling Quire. 

He bids the Muſes haunt their Throng 
And clothe in Words their melting Song. 


The Muſes teach us to explain 
The Language of the feather'd Train. 


How happy I one Summer's Morn ! 
The Time when Dew ſalutes the Corn; 


Whit 
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hile downy Slumbers ſeiz'd mine Eyes, 
IN Swallow to my Window flies: 
W. Walid by her loud repeated Lay 
hich uſher'd in the Dawn of Day, 
dvance ſweet balmy Morn (ſhe cry'd.) 
comes apace, her Mate reply'd, 
hro' yielding Air he took his Flight 
nd fixed alſo in my Sight. 
ood Morrows o'er on either Side, 
hus bowing low, he to his Bride, 
My lovely, pretty Charmer, ſay 
How we're to be employ'd to Day ? 
Our jetty Neighbours now prepare 
To build their Neſts with artful Care; 
With thee I'd Love ſuch Toil to ſhare, 


ta 


SY) 
— 


: ND 


Thus he——She, with a Smile, reply 'd, 
Lo! here a Corner I have ſpy'd 

Where Sun-beams dance ere Heat of Day 
To harden well our moiſtned Clay. 


Her Choice approv'd, away they flew—— 
roſe in haſte the Place to view. 

arce up, when fthe again appears, 

roſs her Bill a Straw ſhe bears, 

ith Clay wet in the Morning Tears. 

it ſpying me, her Load ſhe dropt, 

pon his Road her Mate ſhe ſtopt, 

Away, ſhe crys, for much TI fear 

Dur Building ſhall not proſper here, 
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« I thro* the Glaſs ſich Sight did ſee, 
« Or you may look and credit me. 


AS 


He flutt'ring then came ſtraight away 
And to his Partner thus did ſay, 
« Dear Heart, there's nothing in her Face 
« Needs fright us from yon quiet Place: 
« She cheriſhes the winged Fray 
« And feeds young Sparrows ev'ry Day. 


She thus appeas'd, they both make haſte 


To win and bear their kneaded Paſte. | 
How chcarfully their Neſt they rais'd ! N 
At ev'ry Pauſe the other prais'd. A 
No more ſhe fear'd when I drew nigh, her 
Nor wou'd ſhe at my Preſence fly. 0. 
« Build on, my pleaſing Bird, I ſaid : Jad 
& J will indecd (ſhe Anſwer made) utſ 
« For now I know thou tak ſt Delight he 
cc In Summer Joys, that charm the Sight; ill 
% And now's the Seaſon that we ſtay; e5 
ce Juſt by thee kere I'll build and lay: tc 
“ Our Young we'll truſt unto thy Care, et v 
«© When we abroad their Meat prepare. _ 
| : her 
How vain's our Bliſs ! A new come Maid ok 
Has my poor Birds and me betray'd, e 


Thrown down the Neſt, ah! my Heart's ſore, in 
And, Paper failing, I'Il give o'er, 
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OVID's FABLE 


O F 


PYRAMUS and TAISBE 
TRANSLATED. 


N Babylon where Ramparts roſe on high, 

And tow'ring Brick-walls gain'd upon the Sky, 
here lived a loving Pair in neighb'ring Rooms: 
o Youth cou'd equal Pyramus in Blooms, 
nd Thzsbe fair, of ey'ry Charm poſſeſt, 
urſhone the brighteſt Beauties of the Eaſt, 
he two from Neighbourhood Acquaintance drew, 
ill Love at Length from rip'ned Friendſhip grew. 
hey long in Wedlock's Ties their Loves to join. 

t cruel Parents baulk the dear Defign, 

t what no Pow'r nor haughty Law controuls, 

mutual Flames they burn away their Souls, 5 
hen unobſerv'd their Hearts with Paſſion well, 

poks, Sighs and Signs, their equal Fondneſs tell. 

e more they labour to ſuppreſs the Fire, 

I ſmother'd Flames, aſcending, rage the higher. 


. 
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y 
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Pn the Partition-wall a narrow Cleft, 
careleſs Crafcſmen, unobſerv'd was left,) 


VID Theis 
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Their Eyes firſt brought the hidden Flaw to Light 
(What can eſcape a Lover's ſearching Sight) 
Which in the Dark thro* many Ages lay, 

And taught the Chink their Mcaning to convey, 
From Ear to Ear their filent Whiſpers went 
While their ſoft Courtſhip pierc'd the friendly Ven 
By Turns they tell the mutual Pangs they prove, 
And ſafely ſuck the trackleſs Sound of Love. 
While both impatient ſtand on diff; rent Sides 
And blame the Wall that Lovers true divides. 
Small were the Boon, they ſaid, to give us Place 
That we may feſten in a ſweet Embrace, 

At leaſt gape wide t' allow an hearty Kiſs ; : 
If that's too much, a thouſand Thanks for this, Ern 
Grateful we are, becauſe to thee we owe 
This faint Delight and ſafe Conveyance now. che 


Thus they in vain conſum'd the ling'ring Day, Ern 
And mourn'd when Night forbad a longer Stay. 
Their Lips the Wall with tender Preffures load 
Which thro” the Stones nefer found their balmy Road 


n 

Loſt in the Morn when ſetting Stars withdrew, 2 
And the warm Sun exhal'd the fallen Dew, Vh 
Th' impatient Pair their uſual Stations take, A 
And long Complaints in gentle Whiſpers make; ut 
By joint Concert, reſolve to break the Ward, 1. 
And in the Shades clude their fleepy Guard, V} 


And when the Danger of the Watch is paſt 8 
To quit the Town, and take the Fields at laſt. 
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WBut to prevent their rambling in the Dark, 

At Ninus's Tomb, a known and certain Mark, 
WThey both agree to meet with one Conſent, 

And, cowring cloſs, accompliſh their Intent. 
Beneath the Covert of a friendly Shade 

By the tall Mubys buſhy Branches ſpread ; 

Where ripend Fruits in Milk-white Cluſters hing, 
And gentle Rills glide from a bubling Spring. 
Pleas'd with the Terms both wiſh the Light away, 
And chide the Slownefs of the lazy Day. 


Coucht in the Deep the Sun in Slumbers lies, 
And from the Deep the nightly Vapours riſe, 
Hid in the Night, fly Thisbe ope's the Gate, 
hen flies unſeen by Guards that on her wait. 
loſs in diſguiſe a Vail ſhrowds up her Face, 
She ſooneſt came to the aſſigned Place. 
hen Love gives Life ev'n Virgins bravely dare, 
hey boldly act and no Diſaſters fear. 

Stay. ut while glad Thizbe in the Arbour lay, 
ad WA Lion ftaind with Slaughter came that Way 
Road ihn the cool Spring his raging Thirſt to flake, 
and as Fates will'd a tragick Field to make. 

he Maid alarm'd with the portentuous Sight 1 
Vhich ſhe eſpy'd by the Moon's ſilver Light | 
o a dark Cave diſpatcht her trembling Flight, 
ke; ut dropt her Vail upon the dusky Plain 
d, Vhilſt Fear forbad to ſnatch it up again. 
| Vhen the wild Beaſt had with a luſty Draught 
dated her Thirſt and wonted Forreſt ſought, 


She 
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She found the Vail, a poor and lifeleſs Prize, The 
Tore it, and, roaring, Rent the diſtant Skics. h. 
0 | 
Late Framus appear'd with flower Haſte, Th' 
And finds the Travels of a rav'nous Beaſt w 
Left in plain Tracks upon the trodden Sands, Divi 
And at the Sight in pale Amazement ſtands. ; 
But ſeeing the Robe in ſtained Pieces ly; Ky 
He ſaid this Night ſhall both we Lovers dy, hi 
Her Life at leaſt deſerv'd a longer Date, Del 
IfII nefer ſurvive her ſad untimely Fate. pap 
My Life is forfeit for my Crime, my Guilt 
Alas ſweet Nymph ! thy hapleſs Blood I ſpilt, A 
Who bad thee wander to this fearful Place, * 
And came not firſt away all Ills to chaſe. 26k 
Ye Lions who this rocky Mountain ſcour, And 
At one wild Bite thoſe impious Limbs devour, till 
In thouſand Pieces tear this guilty Heart, nd 
But thus to ſeck Death is a Coward's Part. 7 
The Vail he gather'd all in Pieces ſpread | 
And brought it with him to th' appointed Shade, W. 
Rivers of Tears down on the Veſtment flew . 
While thouſand Kiſes his pale Lips beſtow : 7 * 
At length he ſaid my Thz#be's Blood you bear, at 
Let mine your Due in larger Strains appear, * 
Then drew the Sword he wore, his own to ſhed, 
And in his Boſom lodg'd the fatal Blade. W. 
Soon as his Heart the cutting Point had found *P 


And glowing Steel pull'd from the reeking Wound, 


ade, 
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The ruſhing Crimſon ſpurts up to the Skies 
chile ſtretcht in Death the Youth ſupinely lies. 
o burſts a conduit Pipe of faulty Lead 
Th' impriſon'd Stream ſpouts when the Breach is made, 
A whizzing Riv'let with impetuous Force 
Divides the Air in its aſcending Courſe. 


The Blood the Berries ſtains with purple Dew, 
Which turns their Colour to a darker Hew, 
deludg'd in Gore the foaking Mulb'rys Root 
[mparts a Tincture to the hanging Fruit. 


Altho' the Lion made her much afraid, 

[ihe fear'd more to be a perjur'd Maid. 

b2azing, ſhe longs to meet the Youth at laſt, 

Ind burns to tell the dreadful Dangers paſt : 

till trembling to the tryſting Place ſhe came, 

nd knew the Tomb and Arbour were the ſame, 
ut doubted much when ſhe beheld the Hew 

f Fruits ſo quickly alter'd in her View. 


While ſhe perplexed ſtands and ſtares around 
trembling Body ſpurn'd the bloody Ground: 
righted ſhe ſtarts, and in Amaze recoils, 
ſafron Pale her Cheeks Vermillion foils. 
ſliv'ring Horror thro? her Vitals thrill'd, 

ike ruffled Seas with rifing Zephyrs fill'd. 


hed, 
p When poring ſtill, ſhe learnt her Love's Miſhap 
5 a. K* harmleſs Hands ſound with a rueful Clap: 


Thi Q She 


. 
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She beat her Breaſt and tore her flowing Hair, 

She graſpt the Corſe, and wailing rent the Air : 
Her briny Tears glide like a ruſhing Flood, 

Bath every Wound and mingle with the Blood: 
Round his cold Lips while her preſt Kiſſes move 
What dire Miſhap bereaves me of my Love 

& She cry'd,——Hark Pyramus, my Joy, my Dear, 
<© Thy Thzsbe calls, O lend a liſt'ning Ear, 

« Lift thy ſunk Head and wake thoſe ſleeping Eye, 
His Eye-Lids charm'd with Thisbe's Name ariſe 
And for his Love forget Death's Weight and Pain: 
He ſtar'd her once and ſeal'd his Eyes again. 


The Fair when ſhe her bloated Veſtment knew, 
And the void Scabbard ſtruck her jealous View. 
Ah! Youth, ſhe ſaig, thy Raſſmeſs has thee loſt ; 
Love, fatal Love thy hapleſs Blood has coſt : 

1 too have Hands, and by theſe Hands ſhall bleed, 
Love ſtrong as thine ſhall aid the Tragick Deed, 
Like thee I'll die, we'll ſhare one common Fate, 
I caus'd thy Death, by Death I'll on thee wait; 
So you from me by Death ſhan't ſever'd be, 
Whom only Death alas cou'd rend from me. 
Hear ye our Parents then a wretehed Pair, 

And grant for once your Children's dying Pray'r, 
Nor let one Grave be to their Corſe deny'd 
Who liv'd fo faithful and like Lovers dy'd. 

And you O Tree who ſhades the hapleſs Slain, 
And in an Inſtant ſhades the lifeleſs twain, 


In fatal Marks our Blood for e'er retain, 


Bla 


Bla 
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Black be thy Fruit the mournful Fact to tell 
How in one Night, and by one Sword we fell. 


Thus ſaid, ſhe ſeiz'd the Blade with manly Haſte, j 
And to her Breaſt the yet warm Point ſhe plac't, } 
Then thro' her Heart the Wound directed preſt : | 


Both Gods and Parents hear'd their laſt Requeſt, _ 


For a black Hue the ripened Berry ſtains, 
And in one Urn till keep their mixt Remains, 


1 2 8 8 58 


ALLUSION | 


10 T'H E 


Fifth Op E of Horace Book I. 
By Mr. C—m—t—n. 


I. 


WHAT tender Youth on Bed of Roſes, ' Pr 
Celia in his *Arms encloſes ; 7 
Golden Feſſes round her flying, 

On her Breaſt's the Graces lying, 

Gods! ſuch Charms wou'd make a Jove 


Leave a vacant Throne above. 


Wy: Na 
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II. Bi 

No artful Charms the Fair ſurround, Al 
In Nature's ſelf alone ſhe's found: Tl 
But O! how will the Lover grieve.” | W 


When he finds” Celia can deceivde ? 
Ye Gods how will he curſe s Ne 
And vic in vain when 'tis too late ? 


111. P 


Amazed het ſtand to fre the Face,” 
Which but a While was full of Grace, 
Cover'd with Storms: Juſt as the Tide 2 
Which foaming Billows ſwell with Pride. Ee! 


Great Gods ! now help if &er you will 
Since cruel celia loves to kill, 


* 


ZW 


— 


O! who woucd think this lovely Fair ITI 
Cou'd triumph in a Man's Diſpair ? = 
What Nymph couẽd tra p a Lover's Heart | II 
And then delight to make it ſmart ? An 
O Heavens ! this Celia ſhe can do <5 


And more wo make her Loyer rue, 


But 
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But fince I've got my Danger ofer 

And ſafely landed on the Shoar, 

The Tribute of my Safety, I 

Will pay to Neptune s Deity. 


TRANSLATION 
. 6 * 5 

Horace South Op, Book I. 

By the ſame Hand. 


HARP Winter's Blaſts the grateful Spring expels, 
And gentle Zephyre now the Canvas ſwells. 
The thirſty Ship ſhakes off her frozen Chair 
And proudly rides along the briny Main. 
The brawny Plough-man hates the glowing Fire, 
And frisking Cattle from their Stalls retire. 
No hoary Froſts dare nip the tender Head 
Of the fair Dazy, or the Fields o'erſpread. | 
For Venus now the joyful Choir heads, 
And trips by Moon-Light round the fragrant Meads, 
Joyn'd by the Graces, and her Nymphs, who make 


With nimble Feet the yielding Earth to . 
ulcan blows up his Forge and males a Heat, 
Vhile labouring Cyelcps at their Anvils ſweat. 


2 8 18 Now 
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Now crown your Heads with Myrtle or with Flowers, 
And briskly ſpend the preſent tempting Hours, 
Now ſacrifice your Lambs in ſhady Groves, 

Or Kids to Faunus which he beſt approves, 

For Death, who rules with an impartial Sway, 


Sweeps King and Beggar equally away. 

Sextus, ſhort Life forbids us to extend. 

Our growing Hopes beyond their deſtin'd End. 
Dark Night will ſeize you, when by Force you'll go 
To viſit Pluto and the Shades below. 

Where once arriv'd, all carthly Joys are ceas'd 3 
You'll ne'er be choſe the Maſter of a Feaſt, 
The lovely Lycida you can't enjoy; 

Surviving Youths muſt preſs the tender Boy 
Until his Vigour and enchanting Charms 
Diſtract the Maids and ſet them all at Arms. 


A 
PASTORAL Ertsy. 


By a young GEN TL+= MAN in the Univerſity, 
urmonerg , 
x other Poets all their Art employ, 


To burn with hoſtile Flames ſome hapleſs Troy, 
Or trace their Heroes in a lofty Strain, 
Thro' feigned Mazes of the bloody Plain, 8 
And bring down Gods from Heav'n to combate Men. 


But 
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But no ſuch Themes my infant Muſe ſhall try; 
The Eagle ſoars not e'er ſhe learns to fly ; 
Obſcure a While ſhe ſhall in Valleys dwell, 

And fing the Paſſion which I know too well ; 
Nor needs ſhe bluſh to dwell in rural Scenes, 
And, harmleſs, revel *mongſt the jovial Swains; 
The Gods and Nympns poſſes the ſhady Grove, 
And where's a fitter Place to ſing of Love? 
Who can refuſe to tread on flow'ry Plains, 

And yet has read immortal Maro's Strains? 


Begin then Muſe 


In fam'd Arcadian Plains there liv'd a Dame 
Fair as Helena; Chloe was her Name. 
With Care peculiar Nature form'd the Maid, 
And at her Feet their Stores the Graces laid, 
Her flaxon Hair with wanton Ringlets flow'd, 
Her lovely Cheeks with roſy Beauties glow'd, 
Her coral Lips white prarly Teeth array'd, 
And in her Eyes a thouſand cpu play'd ; 
Each pointed Look and Glance her Pow.r expreſs'd, 
And ev'ry Limb ſome killing Charm poſſeſs'd; 
So the fam'd Porcupine from ev'ry Part, 
With fatal Succeſs launches out a Dart. 


Strephon beheld her Beauties, with Surprize, 
And wander'd o'er her Form with Lovers Eyes 
Quick as a Thought the pointed Light'ning came ; 
Thril'd thro” his Veins and ſet his Heart on flame; 


Plung'd 
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Plung'd in Amaze and ſtung with pleafing Pain, *. 
He try'd to eaſe his Smart but try'd in vain. And 
Vhi 
Thus when the tim'rous Stag that lay ſecure, \nd 
Beneath ſome Shade, or in ſome ſilent Bow'r, 
Is wounded by an unexpected Dart, Sa) 
It ſtarts aloft, rous'd by the cutting Smart, 'm | 
And tries to wrench the Arrow from its Heart, o | 
But ah in vain! it lies *mongſt bleed ing Veins, "oF 
Whilſt the tough Fleſh its bearded Point detains. or 
Thus Strephon burn'd with Love's impetuous Fire, x4 
His Soul was plung'd in Fury and Deſire, * 
But all his Torment cou'd not Pity move, 
She ſcorn'd his Paſſion and diſdain'd his Love; Th 
Whilſt the abandon'd Shepherd all alone o h 
Mongſt gloomy Thickets utter'd thus his Moan. be 


gay ſhady Woods, he cry'd, and ev'ry Grove, 
Say ſolitary, conſcious Scenes of Love, 
If ever Maid ſuch cruel Hatred ſhow'd 


To one whoſe Boſom with ſuch Paſſions glow'd. | KA 

You, you! are conſcious to my racking Pain, - ke 
Bencath your Tops whole Nights I've weeping lain, * 
Whilſt Darkneſs ſpread his dampning Wings around, 
And all in Nature was in Slumbers drown'd, <q 


Except the mellancholly Moon, leſs pale than I, 
And nightly Ghoſts that glide in Silence by, 

And howling Wolves awak'd by Hunger's Pain, 0 
A far 1:6 Torment than what I ſuſtain! 


'You 


* 
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You have beheld how I in vain ador'd, 
And Pity, bending at her Feet, implor'd ; 
Vhilſt cruel ſhe, unſhook'd by Reaſon, frown'd, 
And fixt her Eyes, diſdainful! on the Ground. 


Say ſacred Pow'rs, what can her Hatred move, 
'm blameleſs, ſure if *tis no Fault to love. 
o horrid Crime my guiltleſs Hands has ſtain'd, 
o God has my audacious Tongue profan'd ; 
or am I ugly——in a Brook, this Day, 
view'd my ſelf as on its Banks I lay: 
> ain, *tis becauſe you love, *cauſe you adore, 
je knows you'rre vanquiſh'd, and ſhefll mow her Power. 


The Brutes for Kindneſs, Kindneſs will repay ; 

o him that loves them Birds will wing their Way; 
he feeding Spaniel licks his Maſters Feet ; 

d Cows give Milk to them that gave then Meat ; 

t Women hate the Men who for them burn, 4 
d Inhumanity for Love return : 

xe Stones cou'd ſooner be with Raptures firfd, 

jan they with Hoſpitality inſpir'd. 


he Toracian Orpheus con'd the Rivers charm ; | 

1, ned ſavage Lions of their Rage diſarm, Q 

, with ſoft Thoughts the Furies Boſoms warm 0 
d pleaſe with Muſick, cerberus in Hell, 


male tormented Souls love their dark Manſions 
(well. 


— 


when he was by Jiichinal- aſfail⸗d, 
le his Lyre (that uséd to charm) avail'd, 
ou RS | In 
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In vain its lovely, luckleſs Maſter ſtrove, 
Their barbfrous fatal Fury to remove, 


And he that lately charm'd tremendeous Hell, 
A Victim to relentleſs Females fell. BY 
But ha! ye Heav'ns! where wou'd my Fancy rove 
What ſaid I, prompted by diſtracting Love ? DT 
Ah lovely Nymph ! forgive a wretched Swain, Bu 
Impute it all to Love's tormenting Pain; Te 
And beauteous Maid from thence let Pity move, 
And O let Paty ripen into Love. ] 
Fo 
O think my Chloe you offend juſt Heaven, Fox 


(From whence that beauteous Form to you was given) ¶ Yo 
In waſting thus the Charms that were defign*d, Yo 


To crown as well as conquer Humankind, Or 
Y 
O come my chloe and be wholly mine, 8 


You neter at your Condition ſhall repine; 

Ah Heavens how ſweet our Hours wou'd glid awai 
Each Day ſhou'd ſtill be as the Bridal-Day. 

My Fields wou'd fairer ſeem when you appear, 


My Forreſts wou'd a greener Livfry wear, O 
And ſweeter Meads wou*'d crown the happy Year, Tho 
We wou'd at Noon retire unto the Grove, Yer 


There tell a thouſand pretty Tales of Love, Whe 
Whilſt Streams in Murmurs wou'd our Joy expreſÞforb 
And Birds in ſweeter Notes wou'd fing our Happineſ But 
O how delightful woufd it be! in May, . 
To ſee the Ruſticks reap the fragrant Hay, 3 
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To ſee our well fed Cattle, lowing come, 
From fruitful Meads, with ſtrutting Udders, home! 
No Years, no Ages ſhou d impair my Love, 
But every Hour the Paſſion wou'd improve. 
ove ; b 
Ah! with what pleaſing Fancies wou'd Deſire 
The hapleſs Lover's roving Mind inſpire ? 
But ah! unhappy Shepherd *ris in vain * 
To think ſhe'll quite her rigorous Diſdain. 


TH fated Strephon, Wretch, dear haſt thou paid, 
For one poor Sight of the too charming Maid. 
For ſince innerving Love has reach'd your Breaſt, 
ven) | You have forgot all Buſineſs and Ret ; 
A Your Cows unheaded ofer the Mountains roam, 
Or come with empty Udders ever home; 
Your Cocks unrear'd ly ſcatter'd ofer the Fields, 
And no fair Fruit your ruin'd Garden yields; 
Your tender Groves by brouſing Goats are vex'd, 
Wal And your neglected Hedge with Brambles is perplex*d. 


J O Nymph tho' I muſt nefer poſſeſs your Charms, 
1 Tho' I muſt never claſp you in theſe Arms; 
Yet grant this Boon, the lateſt Boon I'll crave, 
When I am dead, and you behold my Grave, 
preſ Forbear to ſmile do not upbraid my Clay, 
pineſs But with a pit'ing Eye look down and ſay; 
There breathleſs Strephon lies, a youthful Swain 
By cruel Fates and am'rous Paſſions ſlain. 
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© As blameleſs dies the Lilly, ſo he fell, 
© Quite innocent; but lovd, alas! too well. 


| 
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A 
POEM in blank VERS E. 


By a Bor in the Univerſity to his Governour G 
17 
S Lydia, when her Heart is kind, appears 
Calm and unruffled, innocent and gay, 
Smooth like the Ocean unprovolcd by Winds, 
And pleaſant as a ſmiling Infant is: 
But, when offended at her Lover, frowns, 
Looks terrible, and threatneth endleſs Rage ; 
Clouds broud upon the Brow before ſerene ; 
Tempeſts and Storms upon the Youth are pour'd, 
And fierce Diſdain ſucceeds the Joys of Love: 
juſt ſo this Day, dear Sir, appear'd to me 
For when I roſe and walk'd along the Plains, 
With pleaſing Wonder and Delight, I faw 
The Heav'n all clear, and Nature in its Pride: 
The tuneful Larks high in the tber ſoar'd, 


Ant 
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and other Birds play'd gladſom in the Woods. 

ith Silver Sounds the murmuring Fountains ran, 

nd lefler Rills in ſweet Meanders flow*d, 

Ehe wanton Fiſhes ſported in my View: 

fide their harmleſs nibling Flocks, I ſaw 

he careleſs Shepherds ply their ſimple Reeds. 

chile flagrant Flowers enamel'd all the Plains, 

ind the high Hills array'd in native Green, 

ith venerable Majeſty appear'd, 

he aged Trees their verdant Tops diſplay'd 

nd pleaſing Groves a grateful Shade composd, 

he gentle Zephyrs fann'd the tender Leaves, 

nd warbling Muſick floated all around. 

ut, on a ſudden, when the glorious Sun, 

ith direct Ray began to look abroad, 

Gloom of Clouds ofercaft the charming Skies 

d from,my Sight wrapt up the joyous Day. 

ift as a Thought, quick Lightnings, thro? the Air; 

lanc*d terrible. Collected Vapours broke 

winged Fires, and with impetuous Courſe, 

hd numberleſs, and fing'd the Face of Nature. 

on after theſe, dread Peals of Thunder roul'd, 

ook all the Skies, and grumbled thro* the Air. 

“ affrighted World before it wou'd have fled, 

1rd, nile the whole Glob did tremble at the Sound. 
duds claſh'd with Clouds, and lowring Storms above 

- {ng imminetit, and ſhaded all beneath. 

doubled Claps of Thunder burſt a Paſſage 
Hail and Rain, th“ Artillery of Jove ! 

le: ure that ſmil'd before, now look'd aghaſt, 
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Flowers hung their Heads, and Birds did drop their 
(Wings 

Drench*d were the Fields, whilſt ev'ry Stream oferflow4d 

Its verdant Banks, and bore the Dams away. 

Where late was Duſt, the rapid Torrents roul, 

And all the Dunghills tumble down the Flood. 

Old Limbs of Trees from crackling Woods are torn, 

And flying Beaſts in Forreſts ſeek abode. 

An univerſal Uproar fill'd the World, 

And Heav'n it ſelf put on its Winter Face. 

Diſconſolate the whole Creation ſecm*d, 

And I, half drownf*d, am juſt returned Home, 


But with a ready and aſpiring Mind, 
To ſhare the Bleſſings of the beſt Inſtruction. 
N 
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4 

PASTORAL ELEGY 

To the MEMORY of Mr. FOORT 
1 By a Lavy. 


BELIND 4, 
8 Celia, ſee | where fair Evadne lies! 
Hark ! How her Spirit vents it ſelf in Sighs ? 
Unheeded by her, on the craggy Rocks, 
Obſerve her Cattle wand'ring, and her Flocks, 


/ 


] 
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z eir 1 like it not=—Let us together go 
17 And ask the Reaſon of her weighty Woe. 
W 

63414 


What means this Poſture, dear Evadne, ſay ? 
Are any of your Lambkins made a Prey ? 
Have Midnight Thiefs your ſlender Fences broke? 
Or, choſen Heifers ſuffer'd by a Stroke ? 
Does charming Strephon prove at laſt unkind ? 
Wnatce'er it be, 'twill eaſe, to tell your Mind, 


OTN, 


EV .ADNE, 


No Celia, no: It ſeems you have not heard 
That late has hap'ned what ſo long we fear'd. 
The Star that ſhone too bright for feeble Eyes 
Is faln, and left us nought but cloudy Skies, 


BELIND MA. 


My Heart miſgives me Sure no Swain is dead. 


R j FTA DN. 
The fair Alexis in the Grave is laid. 


CELIT A, 


Ah! woful Subject! worthy your Diſtreſs. 
What Grief is Grief that flows not to Exceſs? 
Better for us a thouſand Swains had dy'd 


, Than that chief Work of Nature been deſtroy d. my 
U 8 
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Since he is gone let Flocks and Cattle now 
Wander at will, and be devoured too. 
Alexis was the Pride of all the Swains, | 
And with him fled the Pleaſure of our Plains. 


EVADN E, 


©, mighty Pan! who ſhall thy Works proclaim ? 
Or, who, in tuneful Strains, record thy Name ? 
Where is the Shepherd that can fill his Place, 
Be dear and uſeful as Alexis was? 
If Heav'ns high Truths he utter'd, how ſincere, 
How moving all his Thoughts and Language were ? 
He taught us what to ſhun, and what purſue ; 
At once our Love and Rev'rence to him drew. 
Now all his Maxims, as his Spirit, pure, 
Freſh in our Minds, eur mournful Minds, occur, 


BELIND A. 


| — can e'er forget the Things he ſaid? 
So true his Words, ſo well he did perſwade. 

Oft has he told us that the Store we have, 

All that from Heav'n in Bounty we receive, 

Shou'd be improven to the Giver' s Praiſe, 

And, to its Spring, our Hearts, with Gladneſs, raiſe. 
That for our ' Uſe the Paſture and the Field, 


The Hills and Woods, their various Producis yield; 


That Time is fleet, and we muſt quickly go 
To N Elyſum, or the Dens of Woe. 
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But now our Guide is raviſh'd from our Sight, 


Thus we were taught to live and die aright, ; 
And left us wand'ring in the pitchy Night. 8 


CELIA, 


Then ſo good natur'd was the blooming Youth, 
So he excell'd in Honeſty and Truth, 
Such melting Chartns attended on his Song, 
His Air ſo fine, fo eloquent his Tongue; 
In ſpite of us, we cou'd not ccaſe to Love, 
And call them Rocks Alexis did not move. 


EV ADN E. 


Now envious Swains that ſcorn'd the Youth before 
Know their Miſtake, and with his Friends deplore. 
For who can think how innocent he was, 

How ſweet his Sayings, and how good his Gtace, 
And not, with us, the dear Alexis mourn, 
Alexis laid in an untimely Urn? 


BELIND A. 


See! where, in Crowds, they gather all around, 
Tears in their Eyes, their Heads with Cypreſs crown'd ; 
Their outward Conduct tells their inward Care; 
Such Sorrow can be no leſs than fincere. 


CELIA 


When Beaſts and Birds have got the mournful Tale. 
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No Wonder Nymphs and Swains their Loſs bewail 
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For him that's now in filent Ruin laid | --/ "} 


Like their Poſſeſſors, Wicher into Duſt. 
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The cooing Turtles fly their loved Scats :+ | E 
And mourn! as if: they :loos'd their proper Mate. | FE 
The Lambkins bleet, and weary Heifers low; 

No more their Cuds the heavy Oxen chow ; 

Upon the Hills the Goats are gone aſtray ; 

The Kids are willing to be made a Prey; A 
No Vols is heard in all the feather'd Groves, 
But Nightingales complaining of their Loves. 


The very Winds in hollow Accents groan, 
Trees weep their Leaves, and wet is cy'ry Stone; 


1 a i . . 
. „ . wi & . . . : - » * gs.” we wa 
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Ah! who can tell the Pain and anxious Throws 


Which UAmaryllis, his poor Widow, knows? © 


What Torture feels ſhe whom he loved beſt ? 

What briny Tears bedew her ſwelling Breaſt ? 

Lonely and ſad upon the Rock ſhe lies, [7 T 
Whilſt all the neighbouring Shepherds ſympathize. | 

Yer all their Sorrows cannot rate their Loſs : 

Tho?” great's their Mourning, greater is their Croſs, 

Poor is the Tribute of Condolence paid 


BELIND A. 


Ah! what is Life aud Beauty, ad a Name? + 
From hence all earthly Glories PN diſclaim. ' 
Since all the Toys which Mortals fondiy an 7 


8 0 7 75 * | Ev'n 
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Or;"A'Colleftion” of | Premis, & 299 
Ev'n fair Alexts.is an airy Shadern: 
His Chara | are mw and * _ Qckicon 0 
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Yer let its not be wilful in e our OY 1H off: ho 
And mourn his Fate who wauts not our wat,” WE 


8183 21 3510 © A 


From yon bright Skies hen views us here low, 
And, with lind Piry, wouders At our "Wor, 
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EPITHALAMIUM 


ON 
The Marriage of a FERIEN b. 


B 4 Bor in his Fi fteenth Tear. DA 
dle 
12 nuptial Day and genial Bed I ſing 
Muſe ſoar aloft, and ſpread a daring Wing, 


While, with tranſporting Ardour, I purſue 
The Scene of Bliſs, and all its Raptures view, 


Let warbling. Spear crown the runeful Lay, 


And infant Loves their roſy Sweets diſplaʒ 
Let youthful Glories (mile in every Line 
ind all my Verſe with manly Luſtre. line. 
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Now purple Rays the güded Skies adorn, 
And, dawning into Bluſhes, paint the Morn; 
Bliſsful Aurora rears her golden Head, 

And the more lovely Bride forſakes her Bed. 

Ten thouſand ſmiling Glories light her Eyes, 
And, kindling into Flame, ſucceſſive Riſe. 
Unſullied Innocence her Beauty wears 

In all the tporlebs Sweets of tender Years, 

So would deſcending Angels charm the Sight 
With heavenly Dreſs and pure Ætherial Light: 

A. Train of charming Maidens crowd the Room, 
All fluſh'd with dawning Charms and ſpringing Bloom: 
But ſhe amidſt the Crowd ſerenly ſhone : 

Thus bluſhing Synthia monnts' her” Azure Throne, 
And, with Superior, radiant Glories, bright, 
Improves the leſſer Stars, and gilds the Night, 

Fair as the Spring, ſhe looks ſurpaſſing Gay, 
And, with refulgent Charms, outſhines the 'Day'/ _ 
Enamour'd Zepby's gently round her fly, : 


While ardent Youth in murm'ring Wiſhes ſigh, 
Becauſe her awful Charms the ſame Acceſs deny, 
Her flow'ry Robes: with ſplendid Tincture glow, 
And, thro' the Shade, a Heaven of Beauty ſhow, 
so the bright Ruler of the chearful e 
With downy. Purple, gilds his Eaſtern Way, 
A ſprightly Gleam ſhoots thro” the dusky Cloud, 
That only feryes the dazling Flaſh' to crowd: ”/ 
And now the breathing Flute, agd tuneful Tyre 1 
ma. ſlumb' ring Poon. to Peſire: * * 


7 T be 
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Or, à Collection of Poems, &c. 
The future Bliſs beats high in every Vein, 
And . thro' her Loye-ſick Boſom reign, 


Still vich the Day her brightning Graces grow, 
And rifing Beauties on freſh Beauties glow. 
The purple Blood flies te her flow'ry Face, | 
Lights up her Charms, and heightens every, Grace, 
Now in its Crimſon Luſtre ſhone the Roſe, * a 
And now a baſhful White the Lilly ſhows, oy | 
Now ſweetly blended, in her Cheeks, they ſtrive. £ 
Wich equal Bloom, and finiſh'd Beauties give. 


But ſee from far the purple Youth appears 
Adorn'd in all the Pride of manly Years! 
Smiles fit exulting on his awful Brow, 
And his fair Eyes a ſprightly Vigour ſhow. 
Hail bliſsful Pair! with every Glory crown'd, 
Where ardent Love and brighteſt Charms are found, 
May ſmiling Graces deck the nuptial Bed, 


And with the Swects of Love, the ſoft Retirement ſpread. 
May laughing Plenty ſpread his downy Wing, 


And all your Days be one unfading Spring! 


With ebbing Light adorns his Weſtern Way, 


But now. the rapid Sun drives down the Day, 
Upon the Verge of Heaven, and plunges in the Sea. g 


While  tyinkling Vejper ſhoots a milder Light, 


Invites the Stars, and gilds the peaceful Night, 
Now ſee the modeſt Fair! what Bluſhes riſe, 
Vary her Charms and ſparkle thro' her Eyes! 


LL R 3 Now 
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Now Virgin Purity is wak'd within. 
And: ſtartles at the diſtant Thought of Sinn 
Now ardent Flames the baſhful Fears deſtroy, 

And bear down all before the coming Joy. 

Thus while; retit'd, her ſocret Pow'rs conveen, 
Appears che Bridegreom manly and ſerene: 

Gay tender Eluſhes check his awful Face, 
Riſe i his Eyes, and: ſofren tvery Grace. 

At laſt with tender Foree che weeping Maid 

Is to the mighty Scene of Joy convey'd : 

The downy ged with Fragrant Sweets is n 
Diffuſing chearful Odours all around. | 

A lofty Elm before the Window grew, 

Round which a curling Vine of purple Hue 
Had twin'd her am'rous Folds, and deckt the Scene 
With bluſhing Cluſters and fair ſtreaky Green. 


Lee charming Maid the gay, the bliſsful Sight, 
Thus give a Looſ: to Pleaſure and Delight, 


Tydulge the ſacred Bliſs, and crown the happy Night, © 


Now all alone their every Glance imparts 
The ſweet Confuſion of their melting Hearts. 
Her Virgin Hand with eager Warmth he takey 
And ſoftly whiſp” ring thus the Silence breaks : 
I feel, my Fair, I feel the ardent Fire ! 
Ye Gods, how gay the Maid! how ſtrong the fierce Deſire! 
And ſhall I now engroſs thoſe blooming Charms, 
And claſp conſummate Beauty in my Arms? 
i _ The 
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The World and all its Glories I reſign, 
Thou, only thou, brighit Charmer ſſiall be mine. 
Relent my Fair! thus loſt in Tides of Joy, 
While ardent Flames the mighty Pleaſure buoy, $ 
We the vain Barriers of our BliG deſtroy. ' » 

He ſaid——his glowing Pire ecſtatick Wen | | 
And every Kiſs confeſſes: how he loves, 157 v0 
But ſhe with downcaſt Eyes the Force inen 
Reſiſts the Onſet, and averts his Hands. 


Love, miglity Love, at Length triumphant reigns, 
And ſhoots the ardent Warmth thro? all her Veins ; 
Melting to Joy, the folds him in her Arms, 

Gives up E/:zium and reſigns her Charms: 

Amidſt tumultuous Bleſſings thus they rowl, 

And drink-tne Pleaſure to their inmoſt Soul, 
Launch'd from the Shoar, thro” all the Seas they rove, 


And quench their Flames with eager Draughts of Love. 


D. M. 
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In Imitation of the E--- of R------ Stile 
in his Copy of Verſes on Nothing. 


. 4. I. 


FA pow'rful Sleep! who on thy downy Breaſt, 
Lull' buſy Mankind's careful Mind to Reſt, 
And to a wearied Soul of Balſom's art the beſt. 


II. 


What Chaos was we plainly find in thee, 
Bound in thy filken Cords we're wholly free, 
And in thy 8 enjoy a perfect Liberty. 


III. 


Thou art the trueſt Emblem of our laſt, 
Thou often drown'ſt Remembrance of the paſt, 
And to a Man giv'ſt Eaſe, on Rocks of Sorrow caſt, 


| IV. | 
Like Death thou bear'ſt an univerſal vey” | 
Monarchs as well as Slaves muſt you obey, + 


d Death reigns not 
Thou more than Years doſt reign ; 0 14175 or 
r . 


. V. In 
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In this Thing too you widely diſagree, 
In it we no alternat2 Dawning ſee, 
We do decay by Death, but are reviv'd by thee 


ile TW adn 

. Thou canſt do all Things by thy forcive Charms, 
The modeſt Maid of Coyneſs thou diſarms, 
And mak'ſt her glowing flie into her Lover's Arms. 


VII. 


Thou canſt diſſolve the ſtony Heart to Tears, 
And plunge the Chearful in a Sea of Cares, 
The boldeſt Hero fright, howe'er unus'd to Fears, 


VIII. 


The Men from whom the Goods of Fortune fly, 
You with a bounteous Hand their Wants ſupply, 
Waking tho” ſtarv'd, ſleeping they ſwim in Luxury. 


aſt, I X. 
To mournful Man thou ert a grateful Gueſt, 
When Storms of Grief his auxious Mind moleſt, 
Thou calm'ſt the he fra Sea, that foams within his 
(Breaſt. + 
not — : 
Jay. | 
2 X. Let 


In 


266 


* IO ng" EN CI 
* 


The Edinburgh  Miſtelanys 


X. 


Vet thou ſometimes art proleptick Hel! N 
To thoſe vile Souls where blackeſt VilFnies dwell, Of 
You all cheit reſtleſs Dreams with horrid Fancies ſwell, no 


XA. 
Thou art the Store-houſe to which all Men fly T 


And draw from thence the beſt of Life's Supply, ot 


We all; co live again, in thee do often die. Thi 
II. 
Our Mother Nature firſt did give us ute * 


But thou doſt fauſter us in this our Courſe, 
And keep'ſt us longer free from Death's invading Forc! * 


XIII. 


When our bright Lamp is ready tq expire, | 
Thou often add'ſt freſh Few] to the Fire, 2 
Thou art the ſound Man's Joy and the ſick Man's Deſin | 


f XIV. 

- Ir 

For 7 * grim Death would waſe. our po Bak ks 
Thou cheat'ſt the longing Tyrant of his Prey, fag 


And by a Drop of Night bring ſt forth a Flood of Da 


Or, 4a Collect ioꝝ 1 9 P. bent, &. 2.67 


XX. 
6) Nor do our Hours, when ſpent in thee, ly walt 
ell, of the Pierian Spring the Potts taſte 4 OV 


ad. with the ſacred Nine luxuriantly do feaſt. 


XVI. 


Tho” o'er the Soul the Body eaſts a Fog, 
or. can it ſoar with ſuch a lumpiſh Clog, 


Whus is the Eagle check'd, chain'd to a heavy Log. 


XVII. 


Yet when ſet free by thee it mounts the Skies 
ercing th' oppoſing Miſt it upwards flies, 


Poi And treads the ſtary Coaſt before the Body dies, 
orc © - \ | 


XVIII. 


But this great Privilege is not allow'd, 
V thee, unto the vulgar profane Crowd, 
. + Kone gain this Bliſs why have not to the Muſes bow 4. 
Defing$::i5f7"7 1: | | 
XIX. . 


f{ Th' Aſtronomer in thee Jenaes vond- rous Schemes, 
SV 3Ffhe Warrior by himſelf whole Legions tames, 


N ad gtaſp. at Night the Fame, at which by Day he 
F Da 50 10 D00l 585 (aims. 
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As thou the Mind canſt with Ideas fill, 
So all our roving Thoughts you ſometimes ſtill, 
Whather,we dream pe nog, is at thy ſov'reign Wall, 


„ 


J 


XXI. 


Thoſe toilſome Minds which ſtir about for Gain, 
Nothing but you can force them to refrain, 
Its thou alone that giv'ſt a Reſpite to their Pai 


XXII. | | 
V 
The Mcrchant's Trade, the Lawyer's Oratry, "Pp 

The Stateſman's Schemes, the Soldier's Bravery 

; Are often at an End, and wholly huM'd in thee ſl - 
7 1 
| A 
h 
T 
N 


Nor 


NN M NN eee 
tin, 1 H 5 ee 


ELEVATION 
Zain, By Mr. C.- 


| : 

NOUGH, my Soul, of earthly Joys ! 
Thou ſeeſt the choiceſt Pleaſure here, 
When oft repeated, ſours and cloys, 
ind nothing can be taſted that's ſincere. 


ee f 


thee. 
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| IL 
The brighrefi Things below the Sky 
Bur flatter and deceive the Mind: 
And ſoon the ſweeteſt Objects dy, 
hich moſt we value, and eftcem refin'd. 


III. 
The humble Grounds where Sorrows grow, 
And true Deliglit can never be, 
No more ſhall charm my Spirits now, 
Nor make a willing Proſtitute of me. 


There is a Land above the Stars, 
(Where my young Mfitchek has his Home) 
. my f Its 
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Its Joys are free from Guilt and Snares, 

No Grief nor Danger near its Borders come. 
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Th' Eternal there has fix d his Throries g 
Which Angels in their Ranks ſurround; 
Before it ſhining Saints are prone, 
And all the Roofs with Hallelujahs ſounßd. 


94 hk 


The sun and Moon are uſeleſs there: 
A greater and more hallow'd Light 
For ever gilds the Hemiſphere, 
And rayiſhes che Soul, as well as charms the _ 


VIE. 


Heav'n's native Rays with Splendour ſhine, 
The Glory ſpreads thro* endleſs Space, 
No Bounds the rapt'rous Bliſs confine, 
No Time divides the Seaſons of the Place, © 


VIII. hi 
The Joy in full perfection flows, 
And glides in mighty Circles round ; 
True Peace no Interruption knows, 


And pureſt Le and Tranſports Rill + 


IX. Mona; 


Fhe 


c. 


WFly, lazy Tims, and headlong roul 


= 
Mount to the Hill where N. ge. ſtood, 
And view, my Soul, the Landskip o'er : 
You'll ſcorn the Fears of Jordan's Flood, 


144 
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hen you hea Faith yon | Cancan's Land ve * 
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I ſee the diſtant dazling Light, 1 HE ball 


And now I feel my Spirits riſe: 

I long, I pant to wing my Flight, 
nd view the Land with unbeclouded Eyes, 

3 | 

My Soul almoſt forſakes its Clay, 
And ſcorns to dwell with mortal Worms: 


It claims a Place, and ſoars away 
0 join above its own cogenial Forms, 


X11. 
My weary Life unto an End: 
Angelick Bands, receive my Soul, 


ad bear it up to join my happy Friend. 
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The.End # the: Ty Volams. 
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